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Enter s Company of mutinous Citizens with Stawet, 
Clubs, gnd other Weapons. 
1 Cie, "Be gow. ORE we r any farther, hear 


All. Speak, 0 — 
a 1655 You are Fall reſoly'd rather to 4s, than to 
amiſh 
All. Reſolv'd, reſolv'd. | 
bf Firſt, you * n is che 
enemy ta people | 
* All. We know't. 2285 
1 Cit, Let ps kill him, n bans corn dt 
our own price, 1s't a verdiqt? 
All. No more talking on't, let't be feos; K 


2 Cit. One word, good Antes 

1 Cit. We are accohnted poor. 8725 1 "Y 11 
triginns goed: what authority ſorfeit en, wo 
relieve uz; if -they would yield vs hug the lager 
fluity, while it werg wholeſome, we: might, gueſs 
they relie yed us hum-nely i che leangeſs that * 
ficke ue, is 26 an inventory to arize oy 
abundance, Let ys revenge. this 22 our 
torks, ere we become rakes: for. e 
I ſpeak this jn 0 for read, nat 
revenge. - 

2 Cir. Would. you proceed eſpecially again 
Caius Martigs P: +, 

All. Againft him ff: he's a verg-dog to the | 


AG Conkder you. what kite, he hay done 


ary — and cauld be 

I Cit; Very 1 and content ta 
him, ges e ee . om him 
with 


3 ne 


ly, he did it to — nſeiencei᷑ 


— N to ſay, 2 en 
e did it to is ; 
which halo, exeqtothe 3 * * 

2 Cit, What he cannot help in his 12 you 


Conant a rien Wey.s AER PL 
* Cir. If 1 myſt not, 1 need, not h 
x Cit. 1 
petite pt i wi 
ay why tay we prating here ? de 
Come, come. | 
1 Cir. Soft=——who comes here ? f | 
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Men, Sir, oor make 2 
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He's one honeſt, ecoogh 4 would all the 


e 


i 


They if 
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kingly crown'd — the vigilant — 
The counſellor heart, the arm our ſoldier, 


ſteed 86, th mpeter; 
h oth r. pre ip "* 
this our brick, 


Men. What then? —for me Ehis fellow * 
What then? what then ? 

1 Cie. Should 
- Who is the fink o th' body 


We erg belly aud 1 2 


ny al (af 16055 ry ents « Hite] 


1 Cit. e Ae Mm wn ied 
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(ro — gods) keep you in awe, which elſe 


| Wo 42 another ?- Whaz's their e 

eng Tp = can at their own 0 —— „they 

Th is well ſtor d. \ [ fay, 
Mar. Hang em: they fay !— 


They' " fit by th' fire, and preſume to know 

a done i'4b*-capitol ; who's like to riſe, 
Makiog parties ftrong, 
And feebling ſuch as ſtand not in their liking, 
Below their cobbled ſhbes. —They ſay there's grain 
Enough | ! would the.gobility lay aſide 
Their pity, and let me uſe my ſword, I'd make 
A quarry of theſe quarter'd ſlaves, 
. | As higb as, I could pitch my tance. 9 

Men. Nay, theſe : e 1 

| Are almoſt thoroughly perſuaded: for 


TOftheirobif choite!' One 6f them's Jrrfivs Brut, 


l tone bo Feimu Velatys, and 1 kiivw not death; 
| The rabbi#/fhduld Have'firt inroo fd the City, 
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Mar. o, get you — you | ws e! 
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Meſ. Where's Caivs Martius? * 2/2194 dh —— 
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„ The news js, Sir, the Volſcians te d arms, 

am glad ftp then mean: 
eee ee 
Eiter Seite Tasten Jeb? bY Rare, Chjnlhivs, 
oy 270 TH 855 1 


1 eG h 
us; 


187 


. 1 


gl nne . 
And IP t am, 1 off mo 


900 
4 With tle 6 Me { 16: wha 4 
"Ihe WW Wave Wut = aura 9.9 
re Nil to „ by Ports 
ge Trac NE. 7. a be 
9125 —＋ hunt, * 5 97 £ 
J. Tir: Then, rthy Martlos e Aueh 750 


I 


tter| Attend opoh Cofiliiios'ts theft ein. 


Cem. It is por, former promiſe. - 5 
Mer. Sir, it is; © Nw 
Apd Lam tonftant : Wr 
halt ſee mevace more fi DOES fi 
What, art thou _ ? fr hg | 


Lar. No, , C Martius; 0 


fer no abs 


1 ele; you to eee De- "3 *$ 
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C OR 1 
Men. O true bre N 

Com. Vour company to th* capitol 
Our greateſt friends attend us. 
La. Lead you un; 

Follow, Cominius! we muſt follow 
Right worthy your priority. 

Com. Noble Lartius 4 

Men. Hence to your homes — be gone. 

f Citizens. 


[ To the 
Mar. Nay, let them follow; Irhiiber, 
The Volſcians have much corn: take theſe rats 
To know their garnets. Worſhipful mutineers, 
Your valour puts well forth ; I pray you follow. 


* 
. 


vou, 


rut us. 


Citizens fleal away; Manent Sicinius and 4 
us 


Sic. Was ever man ſo proud as is this M 
Bru. He has po equal, * 
Sic. When we were cho 
Bru,” 'Mark'd you his lip and eyes? [ple 
Sic. Nay, bot his taunts. ; 
Bru. Being mov'd,” he will not ſpare to zird the 
The preſent war devour him! he is grown [god 
Too proud of being ſo valiant. 
Sic. Such a nature; - 
Tiekled with goodſucceſs, diſdains the ſhadow 
Which he treads on at novn; but 1 do wonder 
His inſolence can brook to be commanded, 
Under Cominios: | 
Bru. Fame, at which he aims, 
In which already he is well grac'd, cannot 
Better be held, nor more attain'd, than by 
A place below the firſt ; for what miſcarries 
Shall be*the general's fault, tho* he perform 
To the utmott of a man ; and giddy cenſure 
Will then ery out of Martius; Oh, if be 
Had borne the buſineſ E 7. 
Sic. And if things go well, 
Opinion, that fofticks on Martius, hall 
Of his demetits rob Cominius. 
Bru. Come; 
Half all Cominives' honours are to Martius, 
Phough Martius 'carn'd them not; 4nd all bis faults 
To Martius ſhall be honours, though indeed 
In aught he merit not. 
Sic. Let's hence, and hear 
How the diſpatch is made; and in what faſhion, 
More than his fingularity,” he goes 
Upon this preſent action. 1 
Bru. Let's along. 1 a of [ Exeunt. 
SCENE, Caius Martius's Houſe in Rome, 
Enter Voiumnia and Virgilia, 
_ Vol; ] pray you, daughter, fipg, or expreſs your- 
ſelf ima more comfortable ſort: if my ſon were my 
huſband, I would freelier rejoi e in that abſence 
wherein he won honour, than fo the embracement 
of his bed, Where he would ſhew molt love: When 
yet he was but tender-bodied, and my only fon ; 
when youth with comelineſs plucked all gaze his 
way when for a day of king's entreaties, a mother 
ſnould not Tell him an hour from her beholding, I, 
confidering how honour would become ſuch a per- 
ſon, that it was Ho better than picture · lik: to ha 
by th wall, if renown made it not tir, was pleas d 
to let him ſeek danger, where he was like to find 
fame 1 to a cruel war I ſent him, from whence he 
return'd, his brows bound with oak. I tell thee, 
daughter, I ſprang not more in joy, at firſt hearin 


7 


% > 


| 


he was a man-child, than now in firſt ſeeing he had 


proved himſelf a mn. 
Vir. But had be died in the buſineſs, 
how then ? 


Madam, 


* 


Ful. Then his good report ſhould have beep my 
ſon ; I therein would have found ifue. Hear me| Vir, Ob, good 


. 


: 


ſen tribunes bf the peo- 


| 


Li gs 
profeſs ſincerely i had I a dozen ſons, esch in 
love alike, = none leis dear than chine and = 
good Martius, 1 had rather eleven die nobly for 
their country, than one voluptuoufly ſurfeit out of 


action. 
| Enter a Gentlewoman. [you. 
Gent. Madam, the lady Valeria is come to vific 
Vir. Beſeech you, give me leave to retire myſelf, 
Vol. Indeed thou ſhalt not: | 
Methinks | hither hear your huſband's drum: 
I ſee him pluck Aufidius down by th' hair :?: 
As children from a bear, the Volſci ſrunning him: 
Mechinks I ſee bim Ramp, thus—and call, thus 


Exeunt.| Come on, ye cowards, ye were got in fear, 


Though you were born in Rome; his bloody brow 
With his mail'd hand then wiping; forth he goes 
Like to a harveſt-man that's taſk'd to moo w 
Or all, or loſt his hire, © TN 
Vir. His bloody brow ! oh Jupiter, no blood. 
Vol. Away, you fool ; it more becomes a nan, 
Than gilt his trophy. The breaſt of Hecuba,” - 
When the did ſuckle Hector, look'd not lovelier 
Than Hector's forehead, when it ſpit forth blood 
At Grecian ſworgs, contending, Teil. Valeria - 
We are fit to bid her welcome. [Exit Gent. 
Vir. Heav'ns bleſs my lord from fell Aufidius ! 
Vol. He'll beat Aufidius' head below his knee, 
And tread upon his neck. 
Entcr Valetia, with a Gentlexwaman,, 
Pal. My ladies both, good day to you | 
Val. Sweet * el 
Vir. 1 am glad to ſee your | 
Val. How do you both ? you are manifek houſe- 


| «7, 4m | 
How dogs your little ſon ? 3 
Vir. I thank your ladyſhip: well, good Madam. 
Vel. He had rather ſec the ſwords, and hear a 
drum, than look upon his ſchoolmaſter, % 
Val. O' my word, the father's ſon: I'll ſwear 
"ris a very pretty boy. O' my troth, I look'd an 
him, o' Wednefday, half an hour together—h'as 
ſuch a confirm'd countenance. I ſaw him run after 
a gilded butterfly, and when he caught it, he let it 
go again, and after it again ; and over and over he 
comes, and up again, and caught it again ; and 
whether his fall enraged him, or bow twas, he did 
ſo ſet his teeth, and did tear it, OI warrant how 
he mammockt it. - | 
Vol. One o's father's mood. 
Val. Indeed la, tis a noble child. . 
Vir. A crack, Madam.. 
Val. Come, lay aſide your ſadneſs; I muſt have 
you play the idle houſewife with me this afterngon. 
Vir. No, good Madam, I will not but of doors. 
Val. Not out of doors ! l | 
Vol. She ſhall, the ſhall, 3 | 
Vir. ludeed no, by your patience; LI not over 
the threſhold, till my lord return from the wars. 
Val. Vie, you confine yourſelf unreaſonably : 
Come, maſt go vifit the good lady that Hes in. 
Vir. I will wiſh ber ſpeedy ftrepgth, and viſit her 
with my prayers, but 1 cannot go thither. 
Fol. Why, I pray you? wks og 
Vir. 'Tis not to ſave labour, nor that I wang love. 
Val. You would be another Penelope; yet they 
ſay all the yarn the ſpun In Ulyſſes's abſence, did 
but fill Ithaca full of moths. Come, come, you 
ſhall go with us. | OO TRI INS * 
Vir. No, good Madam, pardon me, indeed I will 


not forth, | | 
Val. In truth la, go with me, and I'll tell you 

our huſband. | 

rns. 
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hd 


K 8 


excellent news of 


— — 
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C. 


ITth' end admire : hear more ; where the dull tri- 


Our Rome hath ſuch a ſoldier. 
Having folly 4in'd before. 


| To hide your doings, and to filence that, | 

Which to the ſpite and top of praiſes vouch'd, 
Would ſeem but modeſt; therefore, | beſeech you, | 

; 2 of what you are, not to reward 


f 'To hear themſelves remembered, 


6  __ CORHNHFOEFA4A NHS; 


Val. Veri | do not jeſt with you; ny 
ot | 


came news of him laft nfght. 
Vir. Indeed, Madam 
Val, la carneſt it's true ; I heard a ſenator ſpoalc 
it. Thus it is—The Valſcians have an army forth, 
* whom Cemiaius the general is gone, with 
rt of our Rome poor, Your lor and Titus 
Lar are ſer down before their city Corioli ; they 
nothing doubt prevailing 3 and to make it brief 
wars. This is true, on my honour ; and ſo, I pray, 
gorwith, us,. 
Hir. Give me excuſe, good Madam, I a 
in every thing bereafter. 
Pol. Lether alone, ew 2+ the is 0 the will 
diſeaſe our better mi 
Id. In troth, I think the would : fare you well 
then. Come, good ſweet lady. Pr'ythee, Vir- 
gilia, turn thy ſolemneſs out of door, and ge along 
with us. 
Vir. die, at a word, Madam; indeed I muſt not. 
1 wiſh you much mirth. | 
Fab Wall, then, farewell. { 


EST II. | 
. S C EN E, « Wed. 
Flourifh: A Rewer is ſounded. Enter at one Door 


Cominivs, with the Romans : at another Door 
Martius, with bis Arm in a Scarf. 


I ſhould tel thee o'er this thy day's 
work, 
Thou it not believe thy deeds : but IN report it, 
Where lenator ſhall mingle tears with (miles; - 
ere great patricians hall atzend, and fhrug; 


| 


bunes 
That with the fully plebeians, bate thine honours, 
Shall ſay againſt their hearts, We thank the gods, 


Yet cam'ft thou to a morſel of this ſeaſt, 


Enter Titus Lartius. 
Lar. O general, 
Here is the ſteed, we the capatiſon : 
Hadft thou beheld 
Mar. Pray now, no more : my mother, 
Who has a charter to extol her blood, | 
When ſhe does praiſe me, grieves me: I have done 
As you have dene, that's what 1 can, induc'd 
At you have. alſo been, that's for my country. 
Com. You ſhall not be 


The value of her oon: 'twere a concealment, 
Worſe than a theft, no lefs than à traducement, 


at you have done) before our army, hear me. 
Mar. — ſome wounds upon me, and they 
mart, 


Com. Should they not, 
Well might they feſter *gainſt ingratitude, 
And tent themſelves with death: of all the horſes 
Whereof we ye ta'en good, and good ftore of all 
The treaſure in the feld atchiev'd, and city, 
We render you the tenth, to be ta en , 
Before the common di 


The gtave of your deſerving; Rome muſt know * 


At your own choice. 


Mar. I thank you, 

make my ues conſent to take 

A brive to pay my ſword : I do refuſe it. 
[4 lng feurifo, and + Bur. 

May theſe ſame infirament;, which yow profane, 

Never ſound more ! when drums.and trumpets thall 

Ith* field prove flatterers, let camps as Cities 

Be made of falie - fac'a ſoothing, ſteel grows 

Soft xs the paraſite's filk, let hymns be made 

An overture” for th wers! [S on ons. ] 

No more, I ſay; 
For that I have not waſh'd my noſe that . 


Or fuil'd ſome feeble wretch, which without note 


Here's many elſe haye done , you ſhout me forth, 
In acclamations hyperbolics}, i 
Asif 1 lov'd my little ſhould be dietes 
In praiſes ſauc d with |yes, 
Cm. Too modeſt are you: 
More cruel in your good dern than grateſul 
To us, that give you truly : therefope be it known, 
As to us, to all the world; that Caius Martius 
Wears this war's garland :._ 
For what he did before Corioli, call him, 
With all th* appiauſe and clamqur of the, hoſt 
Caius Martins gi EL 12 — 
ever 1 a 1. 
Mer. L will $9 weh: . 
And when my face is fair, you — perceive 
Whether I bluſh or no, 
Com. So to our tent: 
Where, ere we do repoſe ys, we will write 
To Rome of out ſucc* 
Mar. 48 gods be to mock me; I that bet 


Refus*d —_ wet Ir gifts, am bound to beg 
Of my lord- general. ; 

Com. Take 't, tis yours : what js't ? 

Mar. I ſome time lay r Corioli, 55 
And at a poor man's doula he us d me kindly, 
He cry'd to me ; 1 ſaw him priſoner ; 

Bat then Aufidtus was within my view, 
And wrath o 'er-whelm'd my pity 3 1 Oy you 
To give my poor boſt freedom, 

Com. O well begy'd! 

Were he the batches of m be fhould 
Be free as is the wind ; rh im, Titus, 

Laer. Marius, his name? ; 

Mar. By Jupiter, forgot 
I'm weary ; yea, my memory is 111 3 
Have we no wine here77ß 

Com. Go we to our 2 DOES "RL 
The blood upon your viſage dries ;, "tis 
It ſhould be look'd 1 toz — —. 5 [4 march. 


Exeunt. 
$CENE, „ Serget in Rome. . 5 
Enter Menenins, with Sicinivg and Brutus. 
Mex. The Augur tells me we mall have , 
to- night. 
Few, Good or bad? the of ihe 

en. Not according to people, 
far they love not * bay proger 

Sic. Nature teaches beafts to know their friends. 

Pray you, whom does the wolf love ? 

Sic. The lamb. 

Men. Aye, to devour him, as the hungry pe- 
beians would the noble Martius. You two ate old 
men; tell me 6 one thing that I hall aſk you. * 

Both, Wel, Sir. 

Men, In what enormity is Martius poor, that 
you two have not in.abundance? 

Bru. * N poor in no one fault, but e wy 


Sic. e 1 ales 2 hl | * 1 
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CORIOLANUS 5 


Bru. And topping all others in boaſt. f 

Men. This is ſtrange, now! do you two know 
how you are cenſur'd here in the city, I mean of 
us o'th* right-hand file, do you ? 

Bru. Why—how are we cenſur'd ? 

Men. _— you talk of pride now, will you 
not be mou: 

Both. Well, well, Sir; well. 

Men. Why, "tis no great matter-—give your 
diſpoſitions the reins, ani be e at a pleaſures 
—you blame Martius for bein 9 

Bru. We do it not alone, 

Men. | know you can do very little 400. for 
your helps are many, or elſe your actions would 
grow wondrous ſingle ; your abilities are too infant - 
like, for doing much slone—0b, that you would 
turn your eyes towards the napes of your necks, 
and make but an interior ſurvey of your good ſelves ! ' 
Oh, that you could ! 

Bru. What then, Sir? 

Men. Why then you ſhould diſcover a brace of as 
unmeriting, „violent, teſty magiſtrates, alias 
fools, as any in Rome. 

Sie. Meneniua, you are known well enough, too. 

Men. I am known to be a humorous patrician, 
and one that loves a cup of hot wine, with not a 
drop of allaying Tiber in't: one that converſes 
more with the buttock of the night, than with the 
forehead of the morning. What I think, 1 utter, 
and ſpend my malice with my breath, I can't ſay 

our worſhips have deliver'd the matter well, when 
| find the aſs in compound with the major part of 
ſyllables; and tho' I muſt be content to bear 
with thoſe that ſay you are reverend grave men, 
yet 1 e deadly that tell you, you have good faces. 
I. ir, come, we you, well e- 
3 


Men. You know seither me, yourſelves, nor 
any thing z you are ambitious for poor knaves cap? 
and legs: you wear out a good wholeſome fercnoon, 
in hearing a cauſe between an orange-wife and a 
foſſet-ſeller, and then 5 a controverſy of three - 
pence, to a ſecond day of audience. You are a pair 
of ſtrange ones. 

Bru, Come, come, you are well underſtood to be 
a perſector giber for the table, than a neceſſary 
bencher in the capitol. * 

Men. Our very priefts muſt become mockery, if 


they mall encounter ſuch ridiculous ſubjeſt., as you | 


are z when you ſpeale beſt onto the purpoſe, it 3s, 
not worth 1 wagging of your beards, and your 
beards deſerve not ſo honourable a grave a3 to ſtuff 
a botcher's cuſhion, or to be intomb'y in an aſs's 
pack-ſaddle. Vet you muſt be ſaying Martius is 
proud 3 "who, in a cheap eſtimation, is worth all 
your Guce Deucalion, though perad- 
venture ſome of the beſt of them were 


VA. Look, bere i A letter from Mm, the fate 
hach another, his wife another, and I think there's 
one at home for you, 

Men. Iwill make my very houſe reel to- night : 


A letter for me |! 


p Vi. Ves, certainly, there i 152 letter for you, 1 
aw't, 

Men. A letter for me! it gives me an eſtate af 
ſeven years health ; in which time 1 will make a lip 
at the phyſician : the moſt ſovereign preſcription in 
Galen is but emoiric, and, to this preſervation, of 
no better report than a horſe-drench. Is he” not 
. ? he was wont to come home wounded. 

Fir. Oh, no, no, no. 

Vel. Oh, he is wounded, I thank the gods for't. 

Men. 80 do 1 too, If he be not too much; brings 
he a victory it his pockets, the wounds become him. 

© Yi, On's brows, Menenius ; he comes the third 
time home with the oaken garland. 

Men. Hath he diſciplin'd Aufidius ſoundly ? 

Vel. Titus Lartius writes they fought — 
but Aufidips got off. 

Mn. And tos time for him too, Fil warrant 
him that; if he had Raid by him, I would not have 
been ſo Sdius'd, for all the cheſts in Corioli and the 
gold that's in them. Is the ſenate poffeſt of this? - 

Val. Good ladies, let's go. Yes, yes, yes; the 
ſenate has letters from the general, wherein be gives 
my ſon the whole name of the wer: he hath In this 
action out-done his former deeds, doubly. ; 
1 In truth there's wondrous things {poke of 

m 

Men. Wondrous! aye, I warrant you, and not 
without his true purchaſing. 

Vir. The gods grant them true ! 
| Vol. True! pow, waw. 

Man. True I'll be ſworn they are true. Where 
is he wounded ? God fave their good worthips ! 
Martius is coming home: he has more cauſe to be 
proud: — here is he wounded ? 

Val. I'th' ſhoulder, and th' leſt- arm there will 
be large cicatrices to ſhew the people, when he ſhall 
ſtand for his place. He receiv'd, in the pellet 
Tarquia, ſeven hurts i'th* body. 

Men. One i'th* neck, and one too i'th* thigh 3 
there's nine that I know. 

Vol. He had, before his laſt _— twenty- 
five wounds upon bim. 

Men, Now 'tis twenty-ſeven; 
[enemy's grave. [ A bent and flouriſs. ar 
trumpets. 

Vol. Theſe are the uſhers of Martius 3 before him 
He carries noiſe, behind bim he leaves tears ; - 
Death, that dark ſpirit, in's neryy arm doth lie, 
Which being advanc'd declines, and then men die. 

The Triumph. 
Tramper: — Enter Cominius the Goncral, and 


hangmen, Good een to your i mo off Titus Lartius 3 between them Coriolanus, crown'd 
r caoverſation would jnfeQ my boa, he with an onen Garland, with Caguains avd Sal, 
er the bealtly plebcinns. 1 N 2 ale. 
to take my leave of you. Com. Welcome to Rome, regown'd Coriclanus | 
SCENF, Enter Volamaia, Virgies ax and Valeria. 

Men. How now, my as Fair a» noble dies, and Cor. No more of this, ie does offend my ty 
2 ere Pray now 00 m . 70 
n . Look, Sir, your Mother. 

proaches z for the love af June letago., . You have, [ know, Re OTH 
n= oo 
—— aue M N 2 my loldiac, up: 
My gentle Martius, my worthy eniky. Cen, 
EE ark Whats is, Corte — ———3 <7 08 
tem i it, anus, 
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| Js wanting, which I doubt not but our Rome 


Wich variable complexions ; all agreeing 


Were lily crept into his human powers, . 


During his power, go fleep. 


Bu. In that there's comfort, 
1 heard bim ſwear, a 
Were he to ſtand for conſul, never would be 


Car. My gracious filence, hal! [home, 
Would'ſ theu have laugh'd, had I come coffin's 
That weep'i to fee me triumph ? ab, my dear, 
Such eyes the widows in Corioli ear, 

And mothers that lack ſons. 

Men. Now the gods crown thee! 

Cor. And live you yet? [To Val. 

Vol. I know not whereto turn. O welcome home; 
And welcome, general! y'ate welcome all. 

Men. A hundred thouſand welcomes: I could weep 
And Icould laugh; I'm light and heavy; welcome 
A curſe begin at ay b root on's heart, 

That is not glad to ſee thee! You are three 
That Rome ſhould doat on: yet, by the faith of men, 
We've ſome old ctab- trees, here at home, that will not 
Be grafted to your reliſh. Yet welcome, warriors ! 
We call a nettle, but» nettle ; and 
The faults of fools, but folly. 
| Com. Ever right. 
Give way there, and go on. 
Cor. Your hand, and yours, 
Ere in our own houſe | do ſhade my head, 
The good patricians muſt be viſited, 
From whom I have receiv'd not only greetings, 
But with them charge of honour. 
Pil. I have lived | 
To fee inherited my very wiſhes, 
And buildings of my fancy ; only one thing 


Win caft upon thee. | 

Cor. Know, good mother, I 
Had rather be their ſervant in my way, 
Than ſway with them in theirs. 

Com. On, to the capitol. [4 grond march. 

[ Exrunt in flate, as before. 
SCENE, a Street. 
Zier Brutus oxd Sicinive. 
Bru. All tongues ſpeak of him, and the bleared 


fights 
Are ſpreacted to ſee him. Your pratling nurſe 
Into a rapture lets her baby cry, 
While the chats him: ftalls, bulks, windowr, 
Are ſmother'd up, leeds fill'd, and ridges hors'd 


In earneftneſs te ſee him. Our veil'd dames | 
Commit the war of white and damaſk, in 
Their nice gawded cheeks, to th* wanton ſpoil 
Of Pheedus* burning kiſſes ; ſuch a pother, 

As if that whatſoever god who leads him 


And gave bim graceful poſture. 
Sic. On the ſudden, 
I warrant him conful. 
Bru. Tben our office may, | | 


_— CORIOLAN U-S 


A kinder vatue of the people, than 
He hath hitherto priz'd them at. 
Men. That's of 

T would you rather hb 


Than the rebuke you give it. 


Meſ. You're ſent for to the capitol 1 ti thought 
That Martius ſhall be corful : I have ſeen 
The dumb men throng 40 ſee bin 4 and the blind 


[To Bear him ſpeak ; the matrons flung their gloves, 


Ladies and maids their fearfs and handkerchiefs,' 

Upon him as he paſs'd; the nobles bended 

As to fove's ſtatue, aud the commons made 

A ſhower and thunder with their caps aud ſhouts! 

1 never ſaw the like. 
Bru. Let's to the capitol; 

And carry with us ears for th' time, 

2 hearts for the event. 14 fo 1 xi. 

ic. Have with you. ri xeunt, 
SCENE, the 3 1 

Enter the Patricians, and the Tribunes of the N 
Liftors before tbem; Coriolatus, Meneniul, 
minius the Conſul ; Sicinius and Brutus take their 
1 by themſelves. 


As the main point of this our r after-meeting, 
To gratify his noble ſervice, that | 
Hath thus Rood for his country. ' Therefore, pleaſe 
Moſt reverend and grave elders, to defire you, 
The preſent conſul, and laſt general dog 
In our well-found ſocteſſes, to report 
A little of that worthy work perform'd 
By Caius Martius Coriolanus; whom 

e meet here, both to thank, and to remember, 
With honours like himſelf, 
1 Sen, Speak, good Cominius: 
Leave nothing out for length, and make vs think 
Rather our ſtate's defective for requical, 
Than that we ſtretch it out. Matters o'th* people, 
We do requeſt your kindeſt ear, and after 
Your foving motion toward the common body, 
To yield what paſſes here, 

Sic, We are convented 
Upon a pleafing treaty, und have hearts 
Inclinable to honour and advance 
The theme of our aſſembly. 
Bru. Which the rather 
We hall be bleft to do, if he than 


. . 
> 


that's off: 
been ſilent: Fe you 
To hear Cominius ſpeak ? 
Bru. Moſt willingly : , 
But yet my caution was more pertinent, 


Men. He loves your people, 
But tye him not to be 5 bedfellow. : 


Worthy Cominias, 
{ Corio! L riſes, and offers fo go aways 


Sic. He cannot tem = re efinſhord his honours, | Nay, keep your place. 


From where he ſhou 


begin and end, but will 
Loſe thoſe heath won. 


To th* 8 beg their making 
Sic. 1 


ow 


x Sen, Sit, Coriolanus ; never ſhame to hear 
What you have nobly done. 

Cor. Your honour's pardon © a 
I had rather have my . to heal vn, . 


,. X 


Appear j*th* market-place, nor on him put Bru. Sir, I hope 3 | R _ * 
The napleſs veſture of — "6 [My words 'diſ-bench'd you ver. oh 
Not mewing, as the manner is, kis wounds Cor. No, Sir; yet oft, 

breaths. © | When blows have inſadt wm 


You ſooth not, therefore dae 


E ede 


Than have hi hold that urpoſe, and to it lere them as the D 
In execution. F | * we Men. Pray ed r * 
B. "Tis moſt like he will. inge h 8 
L * — —— fir © 
d ion. - 0 bear m — ſter e 
l 2 = ts Pogo þ 1 2 
7 : _ * e. g , «wp 


laving — d of the Volſcians, it re- 


” 2 


. 


That's thouſand to one good one, when you ſee 

He had rather venture all his limbs for honour, 

Than one of 's ears to hear't? Proceed, Cominius. 
Com. I (hall lack voice; the deeds of Coriolanus 

Should not be utter'd feebly. It is held 

That valour is the chiefeſt virtue, and 

Moſt dignifies the haver: if it be, 

The man I ſpeak of cannot, in the world, 

Be fingly counter-pois'd. At fixteen years, 

When Tarquin made a head for Rome, he fought 

Beyond the mark of others: 

And in the brunt of ſeventeen battles fince,. 

He lurcht all ſwords o'th' garland. For this laſt, 

Before, and in Corioli, let me ſay | 

J cannot ſpeak him home: he ſtopt the fliers, 

And by his rare example made the coward 

Turn terror into ſport.” As waves before 


A veſſel under fail, ſo men obey'd, 


And ſell before his ſtern : his ſword (death's ſtamp) | 
Where it did mark, it cook from face to foot: 
He was a thing of blood, whoſe very motion 
Was tim'd with dying cries: alone he enter'd 
The mortal gate o'th' city; aidleſs came off, 
And with a ſudden re-enforcement ſtruck 
Corioli, like a planet. Nor's this all; 

For by and by the din of war 'gan pierce 

His ready ſenſe, where ſtraight his doubled ſpirit 
Requicken'd what in fleſh was fatigate, 

And to the battle came he; where he did 

Run reeking o'er the lives of men, as if 
*Twere a perpetual ſpoil; and till we call'd 
Both field and city ours, he never ſtood 

To eaſe his breaſt with panting. 

Men. Worthy man! 

1 Sen. He cannot but with meaſure fill the honours 
Which we deviſe him. 

Com. All our ſpoils he kick'd at, 
And look'd upon things precious as they were 
The common muck o'th' world: he covets leſs 
Than miſery itſelf would give, cewards 
His deeds with doing them, and is content 
To ſpend his time to end it. 

Men. He's right noble, 
Let him be call'd for. 

Sen. Call Coriolanus. 

Com. He doth appear. 

Enter Cor __— 

Men. The ſenate, Coriolanus, are well pleas'd 
To make thee conſul, | 

Cor. I do owe them till 
My life and ſervices. 

Men. It then remains y 
That you do ſpeak te th' people. 

Cor. I beſeech you, 

Let me ober · leap that cuſtom ; for I cannot 

Put on the gown, ſtand naked, and egtreat them, 
For my wounds ſake, to give "their ſuffrages: | 
Pleaſe you that I may over-paſs this doing, 

Sio. Sir, but the people too muſt have theirvoices, 
Nor will they bate on jot of ceremony. 

Men. Put them not to't : pray ſit you to the euſtom, 
And take t'ye, as your predeceſſors have, 
Your honour with the form. 

Cor. It is a part 
That I ſhall bluſh in acting, and might well. 
Be taken from the le. 

Bru. Mark you that? 

Cor, To brag unto them, thus I did, and thus, 
Shew them th' unaching ſcars, which I * — 
As if I had receh'd them for the hire l 
Of their breath only 

Men. Donot ſtand upon't t=— - - 


We recommend t 5e, tijbunes of the ropes 


CORIOL ANUS. 


| 


| 1 would they would forget me. 


2 Cit. 


Our purpoſe, To them, and to our noble conſul, 
Wich we all joy and bonour. ; 
Sen, To Coriolanus come all joy and honour ! 

[F leuriſp, then exeunt. 
Manent Sicinius and Brutus. 

Bru. You ſee how he intends to uſe the people. 

Sie. May they perceive's intent! he will require 
As if he did contemn what he requeſted ( them, 
Should be in them to give. 

Bru. Come, we'll inform them 
Of our proceedings here: on th' market place 
I know they do attend us. [Exenar, 


: 'SCENE, the Forum. 
Enter ſeven or eight Citizens. 

1 Cit, Once for all, if he do require our voices, 
we ought not to deny him. 

2 Cir. We may, Sir, if we will. 

1 Cit. We have power in ourſelves to do it, but ſt 

is a power that we have no power to do; for if he 
ſhew us his wounds, and tell us his deeds, we are 
to put our tongues into thoſe wounds, and ſpeak for 
thems ſo, if he tells us his noble deeds, we muſt 
alſo tell him of our noble acceptance of them. In- 
gratitude is monſtrous, and for the multitude to be 
ungrateful, were to make a monſter of the multi- 
tude ;z of the which we being members, ſhould bring 
ourſel ves to be monſtrous members. 
And to make us no better thought of, a 
little help will ſerve ; for once when we ſtood up 
about the corn, he himſelf ſtuck not to call us the 
many-headed monſter, 

1 Cit. We have been call'd ſo of many; not that 
our heads are ſome brown, ſome bleck, ſome au- 
burn, ſome bald; but that our wits are ſo diverſely 
colour'd; and truly, I think, if all our wits were to 
iſſue out of one ſcull, they would fly eaft, weſt, 
north, ſouth, and their conſent of one direct way, 
would be at once to all points o'th* compaſs. + 
2 Cit. Think you ſo? which way do you judge 
my wit would fly ? 

1 Cit. Nay, our wit will not ſo ſoon out 28 an- 

on man's w:ll; tis ſtrongly wedg'd up in a block- 
cad, 

3 Cit, Are you all refolved to give your voices 


never a worthier man. 

Enter Coriolanus in « Gown, with Menenivs. 
Here he comes, and in the gown of humility ; mark: 
his behaviour : we are not to ſtay all together, but 
to come by him where he ſtands, by one's, by two's, 
and by three's, He's to make his requeſts by par- 
riculars, wherein every one of us has a fingle honour 


ſin giving him our own voices with our own tongues; 


therefore follow me, and I'll direct you how you ſhall 

go by him. 

All. Content, content. 

Men. Oh, Sir, you are not right ; have you not 
known 

The worthieſt men have done't ? 

Cor. What muſt I ſay? ? 


I pray, Sir——plague upon't, I cannot bring. 


My tongue to ſuch a pace. Look, Sir,-my wound 


I got them in my country's ſervice, when 


Some certain of your brethren roar d, and ran 
From noiſe of our own N 

Men. O me, the gods 

Von moſt not ſpeak. of that, you muſt cefire them 
To think upon you. 

Cor. Think upon me! hang em. 
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but that's no matter, the greater part carries it; 1 
ſay, if he would incline to the-people, there was 


[Exit Citizens, 


10 


In leave you : pray you ſpeak to m, I pray you, 
In wholeſome manners, [ Exit, 
Enter 1 and 2 Citizens, 
Cor. Bid them walk their faces, 
And keep their teeth clean—So, here comes a brace: 
You know the cauſe, Sirs, of my ſtanding here. 
1 Cit. We do, Sir; tell us what hath brought you 
toꝰ t. 
Cor. Mine own deſert. 
2 Cit. Your own deſert ? 
Cor. Aye, not mine own deſire, 
x Cit, How, not your own defire ? ; 
Cor. No, Sir, twas never my deſire yet to trouble 
the poor with begging. 
1 Cit. You muſt think, if we give you any thing, 
we hope to gain by you. | 
Cor. Well then, I pray, your price 0'th' conſulſhip ? 
1 Cie. The price is, to aſk it kindly. 


Cor, Kindly, Sir, I pray let me ha't: I have} 


wounds to ſhew you, which ſhall be yours in private: 
your good voice, Sir ; what ſay you ? 
2 Cit. You ſhall ha't, worthy Sir, 
Cor. A match, Sir; there's in all two worthy 
voices begg d: I have your alms, adieu. 
1 Cir. But this is ſomething odd. 
2 Cit. An "twere to give again———but tis no 
matter. [ Exeunt. 
Enter 3 and 4 Citizens. 
Cor. Pray you, now, if it may'ſt and with the tune 
of your voices that I may be conſul, I have here the 
cuſtomary gown. 
3 Cit. You have deſerved nobly of your country, 
and you have not deſerved nobly. 
Cor. Your enigma ? 
3 Cit. You have been a ſcourge to her enemies; 
have been a rod to her friends; you have not 
Indeed loved the common people. 
Cor. You ſhould account me the more virtuous, 
that I have not been common in my love; but I will, 
Sir, flatter my ſworn brother, the le, to earn a 
dearer eſtimation of them: and fince the wiſtom of 
their choice is, rather to have my cap than my heart, 
I] will practiſe the infinuating nod, and be off to 
them, moſt counterfeitly ; that is, Sir, I will coun- 
terfeit the hewitchment of ſome popular man, and 
give it bountifolly to the defirers ; therefore, be- 
ſeech you I may be conſul. 
4 Cit. We hope to find you our friend; and there - 
fore give =. our voices heartily. 
3 Cit. You have received many wounds for your 


country. 

2 will not ſeal your knowledge with he wing 
them. I will make much of your voices, and fo 
trouble you no farther. 

Both. The gods give you jov, Sir, heartily ! 

[ Exennt. 


Cor, Moſt ſweet voĩce 
Better it is to die, better to ſtarve, 
Than crave the hire which firſt we do deſerve. 

Enter 5 and 6 Citizens. 
Here come more voices. if 
Your voices—for your voices I have fought, 
Watch'sd fot your voices ; for your voices bear 
Of wounds two dozen and odd: battles thrice 6x 
I've ſeen, and heard of—your voices: 
Indeed I would be conſul. 

5 Cir. He has done nobly, and cannot go without 
any honeſt man's voice, 


, 


© 6 Cit, Therefore let him be conſul; the gods give 


him joy, and make him a good friend to the people! 
Both. Amen, amen! God ſave thee, noble conſul. 


CORIOL ANUS. 


Deny bim yet, | 


Enter Menenius xoith Brutus and Sicinivs. 

Men. You've ſtood your limitation; and the 
' tribunes | 

Endue you with the people's. voice. Remains, 

That in th' official marks inveſted, you 

Anon do meet the fenate. 

Cor. Is this done? | | 

Sic. The cuſtom of requeſt you have diſcharg'd: 
The people do admit you, and are ſummon'd 
To meet anon upon your approbation. 
| Cor. Where? at the ſenate-houſe ? 

Sic. There, Coriolanus. 

Cer. May I then change theſe garments ? 

Sic. Sir, you may. [ again, 
Cog. That I'll ftraight do: and knowing myſelf 
Repair to th' ſenate-houſe. 

Men. I' keep you company, Will you along? 
Bru. We ſtay here for the people. 
Sic. Fare you well. [| Exeunt Coriol. and Men. 
He has it now and by his looks methinks; 

"Tis warm at's heart. 

Bru. With a proud heart he wore 

His humble weeds : will you diſmiſs the people ? 

Enter Citizens. | 

Sic. How now, my maſters, have you choſe 
this man? 

2 Cit. He has our voices, Sir, 

Bru. 1 pray the gods he may deſerve your 
oves., 

1 Cit. Amen, Sir ; to my poor unworthy notice, 

He mock'd us, when he begg'd our voices. 

3 Cit. Certainly he flouted us, down-right. 

2 Cit. No, 'tis his kind of ſpeech; he did not 
mock us, 

1 Cir. Not one among us, ſave yourſelf, but ſays 

He us d us ſcornfully : he ſhould have ſhew'd us 

His marks of merit, wounds receiv'dfor's country. 

Sic. Why ſo he did, I am ſure. 

1 Cit. No man ſaw em. 

He ſaid he'd wounds, which he could ſhewin private; 

And with his cap, thus wavingit in ſcorn, 

I would be conſul, ſays he; aged cuſtom, 

But by your voices, will not ſo permit me: 

Your voices, therefore, When we granted that, 

Here wat thank you for your vaices—thank you. 

Your moſt ſweet voices———now you have left your 

voices, 

I have nothing farthet with you. Wa'n't this 

mockery ? 


Sic. Why either were you ignorant to ſee't ; 


you 
4 Or ſeeing it, of ſuch childiſh friendlineſs, 


To yield your voices ? 

Bru. Did you perceive, 
He did ſolicit you in free con t, 1 
When he did need your loves, and do you think 
That his contempt ſhall not be bruiſing to you, 


When he hath power tocruſh ? why had your bodies 


No heart among you? or had you tongues, to cry 


Againft the rectorſhip of judgment? 
Sic. Have you, 


re now, — the aſkerz and now 


again, 
On him that did not aſk, but mock, beftow's 
Y our ſued-for tongues ? 
3 Cir. He's not confirm'd, we may 


2 Cit. Aye, and we will deny him: 

I'll have five hundred voices of that ſound. 

1 Cie. Aye, twice five hundred, and their friends 
—4— @* piece em. ; N X 


friends, - 


cur. Worthy voices! 


IR-. They've choſe x con that- will from them take 
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Than dogs, that are as often beat for barking, 
As therefore kept to do fo. 
Sic, Let them aſſemble; and on ſafer judgment 
Revoke your ignorant election ; 
Enforce his pride, and his old hate to you. 
Say you choſe him more after our commandment, 
Than guided by your own affections, 
And that your minds, pre-occupied with what 
You rather muſt do, than with what you ſhould do, 
Made you againſt the grain to voice him conſul, 
Lay the fault on us. 
Bru. Aye, ſpare us not. 
Say, you ne'er had don't, i 
(Harp on that fill) but by our putting on; 
And preſently, when you have drawn your number, 
Repair to th capitol, 
All. We will; almoſt all 
Repent in their election. 
Bru. Let em go on: 
This mutiny were better put in hazard, 
Thar! ſtay paſt doubt for greater: 
If, as his neture is, he fall in rage 
With their refuſal, both obſcrye and anſwer 
The vantage of his anger. 
Sic. Come; to th' capitol. 
We will be there before the ſtream o'th' people: 
And this ſhall ſeem, as part!y tis, their own, 
Which we have goaded cnward. [Exeunt. 
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SCENE, the Forum. 
Enter Coriolanus, Menenius, Cominius, Titus 
Lartius, and other Senators. 
Cor. ULLIUS Aufidius then had made new 
head ? 


[Ereant Citizens. 


Lar. He had, my lord, and that it was which| 


Our ſwifter compoſition. [caus'd 
Cor. So then the Volſcians ſtaad but as at firſt, 
Ready, when time ſhall prompt them, to make in- 
Upon's again. [road 

Com: They're worn, lord conſul, fo, 

That we ſhall hardly in our ages ſee 
Their banners wave again. 

Cor. Saw you Aufilius ? 

Lar. On ſafe- guard he came to me, oy did curſe 
Againft the Volſcians, for they had ſo vilely 
Yielded the town; he is retir'd to Antium. 

Cor. Spoke he of me? 

Lar. He did, my lord. 

Cor. How - hat? 

Lor. How often he had met you, fword to ſword: 
That of all things upon the earth he hated 
Your perfon moſt: that he would pawn his fortunes 
To hopeleſs reftitotion, ſo he might 
Be call's your vanquiſher, 

Cor. At Antium lives he ? 

Lar. At Antium, 

Cor. I wiſh 1 had a cauſe to ſeek e 
To oppoſe his hatred fully. 

Deter Sicinitus and Brutus. 
Behold theſe are the tribunes of the 
The tonzues 6'th' common mouth: 1 do deſpiſe 
For they do prank them in authority, [them, 
Again all noble ſufferance. | 

Sic. Paſt no farther. 

Cor. Hal hat is that! 

Fru. It will be dan - to go on no farther, 

Cor. What makes this change ? 

Hen. The matter ? 

Com. Hati he not paſi d the nobles, and the com- 

Bra. Cominiee, age” © [mono 


CORIOL ANUS 


| 


| 


11 | 
Cor. Have I had children's voices? 
Men. Tribunes, give way; he ſhall to thi mar- 
ket-place. 
Bru. The people are incens'd againſt him, 
Sic. Stop, 
Or all will fall in broil, 

Cor. Are theſe your herd ? 

Muſt theſe have voices, that can yield them now, 

And ſtraight diſclaim their tongues ? what are your 
offices 

You being their mouths, why rule you not their 

Have you not ſet them on? [reech ? 

Min. Be calm, be calm. 

Cor. It is a purpos'd thing, and grows by plot, 
To curb the will of the nobility : - ö 
Suffer't, and live with ſuch as cannot rule, 

Nor ever will be rul'd. 

Bra. Call't not a plot; 

The people cry you mock'd them; and of late, 
When corn was given them gratis, you repin'd. 
Seandal'd the ſuppliants for the people, call'd them 


{ Time-pleaſers, flatterers, foes to nobleneſs, 


Cor, Why, this was known before. 
Bru, Not to them all. 
Cor. Have you inform'd them fince ? 
Bru. How! I inform them 
Cor. Ves, you are like enough to do ſuch — 
Bru. Not unlike, either way, to better yours. 
Cor. Why then ſhould I be conſul? by yon clouds 
Let me deſerve fo ill as you, and make me 
Your fellow tribune, 
Com. The people are abus'd, ſet on; this paltring 
Becomes not Rome : nor has Coriglanus 
Deſerv'd this ſo diſhonour'd rub, laid falſely 
Peh* plain way of his merit. 
Cor. Tell me of corn! 
This was my ſpeech, and I will ſpeak't again 
Men. Not now, not how, 
Cor. Now 2s I live, 1 will 
As for my nobler friends, I crave their pardons 2 
But for the mutable rank- ſcented many, 
Let them regard me, as 1 do not flatter, 
And there behold themſelves: I ſay again, 
In ſoothing them, we nouriſh *gainf our ſenate, . 
The cockle of rebellion, infolence, ſedition, 
Which we ourſelves haye plow'd for, ſow'd, and 
ſcatter'd, : 
By mingling them with us, the honour'd number; 
Who, lack not virtue, no, nor power, but that 
Which we have given to beggars. 
Men. Well, no more 
| Cer. How i more 
As for my country, I have ſhed my blood, 
Not fearing outward force; ſo hall my lungs 
Coin words till their decay, againft thoſe meaſſey 
Which we diſdain ſhould tetter vs, yet ſeck 
The very way to catch them. 
Bru. You ſpeak 0'th' people, Sir, as * 
Of the to puniſh, not as being a man 
ir infirmity: 
Sic. Twere well we let 
The people know't. 
Men. What, what ! his choler? 
Cor. Choler | 
Were I av patient as the r 
By Jove, twould be my mind. 
ic, It is a mind | 10 
That ſhall remain a poiſon where k i, 
Not poiſon any farther, 
Cor. Shall remain ? 
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Com. Well on to th' market-place, 

Cor. Whcever gave that counſel, to give forth 
The corn o'th' ſtore houſe, gratis, as 'twas uſed, 
Sometimes in Greece 

Men. Well, well, no more of that. 

Cor. I ſay they nouriſh'd diſobedience, fed 
The ruin of the ſtate. | 

Eru. Shall th' people give 
One that ſpeaks thus, their voice? 

Sic. H'as ſpoken like a traitor, and ſhall anſwer 
As traitors do. 

Cor. Thou wretch ! deſpight o'er-whelm thee ! 
What ſhould the people do with theſe bald tribunes ? 
On whom depenging, their obedience fails 
To th' greater bench, In a rebellion, 

When what's not meet, but what muſt be, was law, 
Then were they choſen; in a better hour, 

Let what is meet, be ſaid, that muſt be law, 
And throw their power i'th' duſt. 

Bru. Manifeſt treaſon 

Sic. This a conſul? No. 

Bra. The ZEdiles, ho! let him be apprehended. 

Sic. Go, call the people, in whoſe name myſelf 
Attach thee as a traiterous innovator: 

A foe to th' public weal. Obey, I charge thee, 
And follow to thine anſwer. 


; | [ Laying beld an Coriolanus. 
Cor. Hence, old goat ! - 


Hence, rotten thing, or I ſhall ſhake thy bones 
Out of thy garments. 

Sic. Help me, citizens. | 
SCENE. Enter a Rabble of Plebeians, with the 
AEdiles. 

Men. On both fides, more reſpect. 

Sic. Here's he, that would take from you all your 

Bru. Seize him, Adiles. 

All, Down with bim, down with him! 

Men. What is about to be? I am out of breath; 
Confufion's near. I cannot ſpeak—You tribunes, 
Corjolanus, paiience ; ſpeak, Sicinius. 

Sic. Hear me, people—peace, [ ſpeak, ſpeak. 

All, Let's hear our tribunes : peace, ho! ſpeak, 

Sic. You are at point to loſe your liberties : 
Martius would have all from you; Martius, 
Whom late you nam'd for conſul. 

Her. Fic, fie, fie, 

his ie the way to kindle, not to quench, 

Sie. What is the city, but the people? 

All. Trae, the pecple are the city. 

Bru. By the conſent of all, we were eftabliſh'd 
The people's magiſtrates, . 4 a | 

All. You fo remain. 

Men. And ſo are like to do. | 

Cor. This is the way to lay the city flat; 
Ta- bring the roof to the foundation, 
And bpry all, which yet diſtinctly ranges, 
In heaps and pifes of tuin. . 

Sic. This deſerves dqath. 

Bru. Or let us ſtand to our authority, 
Or let us loſe it z we do here pronounce, 
Upon the part o'th' people, in whoſe power 
We were elected theirs, Martius is worthy - 
Of preſent death. | 
I” Therefore lay hold on him ; 

ar him ta,thi rock Tarpeian, and from thence 
Into deſtruction caſt 13 1. | 7.» 

Bru. Adiles, ſeize him. | 

Ale. Yield, : Martius, yield. | 

Cor. No, I'll die here; [Drawing bis ſqoe 
held me fighting ; 


" [In tha muting the Tribunes, the &dilets 
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All will de naught elle. | 
Com. Stand faſt, we have as many friends as eng 
Men. Shall it be put to that? { mies ; 
The gods forbid | 
I pr'ythee, noble friend, home to thy houſe, \ 
Leave us to cure this caſe, 
For tis a ſore 
You cannot tent yourſelf; he gone, beſeech you; 
Com. Come away. 
[ Exeunt Coriolanus and Cominius, 
SCENE. 
Men. This man has marr'd his fortune. 
His nature is top noble for the world: 
He would not flatter Neptune, for his trident, | 
Or Jove for's power to thunder: his heart's his mouth; 
What his breaſt forges, that his tongue mult vent; 
And being angry, does forget that ever 
He heard the name of deach.— [| A noiſe withix. 
Here's goodly work. 
Enter Brutus ond Sicinius, with the Rabble again, 
Sic. Where is this viper, 
That would depopulate the city, and 
Be every man himſelf? 
Men. Y ou worthy tribunes——— 
Sic. He ſhall be thrown down the Tarpeian rock, 
With rigorous hands; he hath refified law, 
And therefore law ſhall ſcorn bim farther trial, 
Than the ſeverity of public power, 
Which he ſo ſets at nought. 
1 Cit. He ſhall well know the noble tribunes are 
The people's mouths, and we their hands. 
A. He ſhall, | 
Be ſure on rw. 
Men. Sir, — 
Sic. Peace. 3s 
Men. Do not cry havock, where you ſhould but 
With modeſt warrant. Chung 
Sic. Sir, how comes it you N 
Have kolp to make this reſcue ? 
Men. Hear me ſpeak ; 
As I'do know the conſul's worthineſs, 
So can I name his fault 
Sic. Conſul !—what conſul ! 
Men. The conſul Coriolanus. 
Bru. He the conſul r 
All. Men no, no, no. 
Men. If by the tribunes leave, and yours, good 
may be heard, I crave a word or twoz [people, 
The which ſhall turn you to no farther harm, 
Than ſo much loſs of time. a 
Sic. Speak briefly, then, 
For we are peremptoty to diſpatch 
This viperous traitar ; to eject him hence, 
Were but our danger, and to keep him he 
Our certain death; therefore it is decreed, ' 
He diet to-night. 
Men. Now the good gods forbid, 
That gur renowned Rome, whoſe gratitude 
Toni, her deſerving children is enroll'd. | 
In Jove's own book, like an unnatural dam, 
Should now eat up her own! | 
Sic. He's a diſeaſe that muſt be cut away. | 
Men. Oh, he is but a limb, that has diſeaſe; £ 
Mortal to cut it off; to cure it, caſy, 
Killing our enemies? the blood he hath loſt. 
Which, I fare vouch, is more than that he bath, 


Were to us all that do't, and ſuffer it, 4 


Come try, upon yourſelves, what you have ſeei me. And what is left, to loſe it by his country, 


the people are beat in. 
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A brand to th" end och world, - 


Men. Go, get you to your houſe; be gone, away, 


What has he done to Rome, that's worthy death ? . 


many an ounce) he dropt it for his country 4 


Bra. 
Purſue 
Leſt his 
Spread 

Men. 


Proceec« 


Mes I then do't ta them ? wt 1 


Bra. We'll hear no more. 
Purſue him to his houſe, and pluck him thence, - 
Leſt his infection, being of catching nature, 
Spread farther. 
Men. One word more, hear me one word 
Proceed by proceſe, 
Leſt parties (as he is belov'd ) break out, 
And ſack great Rome with Romags. 
Bru, If it were fo 
Sic, What do ye talk ? 
Here we not had a taſte of his obedience ? 
r ZEdiles ſmote, ourſelves refifted ! come 
Men. Conſider this; he hath been bred i'th* wars, 
Since he could draw a ſword, and is ill-ſchooPd | 
In boulted langusge, meal and bran together 
He throws without diſtinction. Give me leave, 
I'll go to him, and undertake to bring him, 
Where he ſhall anſwer by a lawful form, 
In peace, to his utmoſt peril, 
Sic. Noble Menenius, | 
Be you then as the people's officer. 
Maſters, lay down your weapons. 
Bru. Go not home. 
Sic. Meet on the Forum ; we'll attend you there, 
Where if you bring not Martius, we'll proceed 
In our firſt way. 
Men. I'll go and bring him to you. [ Exeunt. 
SCENE, the Houſe of Coriolanus. 
Enter Coriolanus and Volumnia. 
Cor. Let them pull all about mine ears, preſeat me 
Death on the wheel, or at wild borſes e 
Or pile ten hills on the Tarpeian rock, 
That the precipitation might down retch | 
Below the beam of fight, yet will J till 
Be thus to them. 
Vil. But hear me, Martius. 
Cor. I muſe my mother 
Does not approve me farther; (I talk of you) 
[To biz mother. 
Why did you wiſh me milder? wou'd you bave me 
Falſe to my nature ? rather ſay, 1 play 
Truly the man I am. 
Val. Oh, Sir, Sir, Sir, 
1 would have had you put your power well on, 
Before you had worn it out. 
Cor. Why let it go 
Vol. You might have been gnough the man you 
With ſtriving leſs to be ſo. Leſſer had been [are, 
The thwartings of your diſpoſition, if 
Þ* had not ſhew'd them how you were diſpos'd, 
re they lack'd power to croſs you, 
Cor. Let them hang. 
Vol. Aye, and burn too. 
Enter Meninius, with the Senators. 
Men. Come, come, you've been too rough, ſome- 
thing too rough : 
You muſt zeturn and mend it, 
Vol. Pray be counſell'd; 
I have a heart as little apt as yours, 
But yet a brain that leads my uſe of anger 
To better vantage. 
Men. Well ſaid, noble woman: 
Before he ſhould thus ſtoop to th' herd, but that 
he violent fit o'th' times craves it as phyfic, 
or the whole ſtate, 1'd put mine armour on, 
ich I can ſcarcely bear. 
Cor. What muſt 190 ? 
Hen. Return to th' tribunes. 
Cor, Well, what the? what then? 
Men. Repent what you have ſpoke. . 
Cor. For them ! 1 cannot do it for the gods; 
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Tho' therein you can never be too noble, 

But when,extremities ſpeaks, I've heard you ſay, 
Honour and policy, like unſever'd friends, 

I'th' war do gtow together : grant that, and tell me, 
In peace what each of them by ch' other loſes, 
That they combine not there ? 

Men. A good demand, 

Car. Why force you this! 

Val. Becauſe it lies on you to ſpeak to th? people t 
Not by your own inſtruction, nor by th' matter 
Which your heart 3 you to, but with ſock 

words 
But roted on your tongue; baſtards, and old, 
Of no alliance to your boſom's truth, | 
I would diſſemble with my nature, where 
My fortunes and my friends at ſtake requir'd 
I ſhould do fo in honour. + - 

Men. Noble lady . q 
Come go with us, ſpeak fair: you may Catve fog 
Not what is dangerous preſent, but the loſs - 
Of what is paſt. 

Vol. I pr'ytbee now, my ſon, 
Go to them, with this bonnet in thy hand, 
And thus far having ſtreteh' d _— be with them) 
Thy knees buſſing the ſtones; for in ſuch dufineſs, 
Action is eloquence; and the eyes of th ignorang ' 
More learned than the ears; waving thy hand, 
Which often, thus, correcting thy ſtout ape cf 
Now humble as the ripeſt mulberry, 
That will not hold the handling; ſay to them, 
Thou art their ſoldier, and being bred in — 4 
Haſt not the ſoft way, which thou doſt confeſs” 
Were fit for thee. to uſe, as them to claim, 
In aſking their good loves, but thou wilt frame 
Thyſelf (forſooth) hereafter theirs ſo far, 
As thou haſt power and perſon, 

Men. This but done, 

Ev'n as the ſpeaks, why, all their rein 
For they have pardons, being aſk'd, as free, 
As words to little purpoſe. 
Enter Cominius. 
Here is Cominius. [tis fit 

Com. I have been i'th* market-placez and, Sir, 

You have ſtrong party, or defend yourſelf, 
By calmneſs, or by abſence; all's in anger. 

Men. Only tair ſpeech. 

Com. I think, 'twill ſerve, if he 
Can thereto frame his ſpirit. 

Vel. He muft and will : 

Pr'ythee, now, ſay you will, and go about it. 

Cor. Muſt | go ſhew them my unbarbed ſconce? 
Muſt my baſe tongue give to my noble heart 
A lye, that it muſt bear ? well, Iwill do't: 

Yet were there but this ſingle pelt to loſe, 


lace ! 

You” . me now to ſuch 2 part) which never 
I ſhall diſcharge to th' life. 

Com. Come, come, we'll prompt you. 

Vol. Aye, pr'ythee now, ſweet ſon; 28 thou! 
My praiſes made thee firſt a ſoldier; ſo 
T6 have my praiſe for this, perform a part 
Thou haſt not done before. 

Cor, Well, 1 muſt do't : | 
Away, my diſpoſition, and poſſeſs me 
Some harlot's ſpiritz my throat of war be turn d, 
Which quired with my drum, into a pipe - 
Small as an eunuch's, or the n 
That babies lulls aſleep! | | 
A beggar's tongue 


1 


| 


- 


Pd. You are not abſolute, | 4 


e motion through my lips, and my dee, 
ö ed butin my ftirrop,. bend like he 


This mould of Martius, they to duſt ſhould grind it, 
And throw't againſt the wind. To th' market- 
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That hath receiv'd-an alms ! I will not do't, 
Leſt | ſurceaſe to honour mine own truth, 

And by my body's action teach my 2 
A moſt inhereat baſeneſs. 

Vol. At thy choice, then: 
Te beg of thee, it is my more diſhonour, 
Than thou of them. Come all to ruin, let 
Thy mother rather feel thy pride, than fear 
Thy dangerous ſoutneſs: for I mock at death, 
With as big heart as thou. Do as thouift. 
Thy valiantneſs was mine, thou ſuck dſt it from me; 
But own thy pride thyſelf. 

Cor. Pray be content: 
Mother, I'm gaing to the market-place 2 
Chide menos more. [Il] mountebank their loves, 
Cog their hearts from them, and come home belov'd 
Of all the trades in Rome, Look, I am going: 
Commend me to my wife. I'li return conſul, 
Or never truſt to what my tongue can do, 
I'th' way of flattery, farther. 

Pal. Do your will. 

SCENE, the Foram. 
Enter Sicinius and Brutus. 

' Bru. Put him to choler ftraight; he hath been 
Ever to e uer, and to have no word { us'd 
Of contradi Being once chaf'd, he cannot 
Be rein'd again to temp'rance : then he ſpeaks 
What's in his heart; and that is there, which 
With us to break his neck. [ works 
Enter Coriolanus, Menenius, and Cominius, with 

Senators. 
Sie. Well, here he comes. 
Men. —— 1 ds beſeech you. 
Cor. Aye, as an oftler, that for the pooreſt piece 
Will bear the knave by th' volume: the honour'd 
gods 
Keep Rome in ſafety ; and the chairs of juſtice 
Supply with worthy men ; plant love amongſt you ; 
Throng our large temples with the ſhews of * ; 
And not our ftreets with war ! 
Men. Amen. A noble wiſh. 
Enter the Ædile, with the Plebeians. 
Sic. Draw near, ye people. 
d. LifFto your Tribunes: audience; 
Peace, I ſay. 
Cor. Firſt, hear me ſpeale, 
Both Tri. Well, ſay: peace, ho. 
Cor. Shall ] be charg'd'no farther than this pre- 
Muſt all determine here ? [ ſent ? 
Sic. I do demand, 
If you ſubmit you to the pepple's voices, 
Allow their officers, and are content 
To ſuffer lawful cenſure for ſuch faults 
As ſhall be prov'd upon you? 
Cor. I am content. 
Men. Lo, citizens, he ſays he is content : 
The warlike ſervice he has done, conſider ; 
Think on the wounds his body bears, which ſhew 
Like graves i'th* holy church-yard. 
Cor. Well, well, no more. 
What i is the matter, . 
That being paſt for conſul with full voice, 
I'm fo diſhonour'd, that the very hour 
You take it off again? 
Sic. Anſwer to us. 


[ Exeunt. 


Cor. Say, then: .*tis true, I ovght ſo. | 
Sie, Wecharge you, that you have contriv'dto take 


From Rome all ſeaſon'd office, and to wind b 


q 


Your ſelf unto a power tyrannical ; TT 
For which you are a traitor to the people. 
Cor. How ? traitor ? 


Men. Nay, temperately : your promiſe. 


| — me their traitor ! thou injurious tribune? 
Within thine eyes ſate twenty thouſand drathy, 


Enter Coriolahus, Voltamnia, 
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In thy bande clutch'd as many millions, in 
Thy lying tongue both numbers; ; 1 would ſay, 
Thou lyeſt, unto thee, with a voice as free, 
As I do pray the gods. 
Sic. Mark you this, people ? 
All. To ch' rock with bim. 
Sic. Peace; 
We need not put new matter to his charge t 
What you have ſeen him do, and heerd him ſpeak, 
Deſerves th' extremeſt death. 
Bru. But fince he hath 
Serv'd well for Rome 
Cor, What do you prate of ſervice ? 
Bru. I talk of that, that know it. 
Cor. vou | 
Men. 1s this the promiſe that you. made your 
Com. Know, I pray ou [ mother ? 
Cor. I'll know no farthere 
Let them pronounce the ſteep Tarpeian death, 
Vagabond exile, fleaing, pent to linger, 
But with a grain a-day, I would not buy 
Their mercy at the price of one fair word, 
Nor check my courage for what they can givey 
To have't with ſaying, good-morrow. 
Sic. For that he has 
(As much as in him lies) from time to time, 
Envy'd againft the people, ſeeking means 
To pluck away their power; has now, at laſt, 
Giv'n hoſtile ſtrokes, and that not only in preſence 
Of dreaded juſtice, but on the minifters 
That do diiribure itz in the name o'th* people, 
And in the power of vs, the tribunes, we 
(E'en from this inftant) baniſh him our city, 
In peril of precipitation 
From off the rock Tarpeian, never more 
To enter our Rome's gates. I'th* people's name, 
I ſay it ſhall be ſo. 
All. It ſhall be ſo; it ſhall be ſo; let him away; 
He's baniſh'd, and it ſhall be ſo. 
Com. Hear me, my maſters, and my common 
friends 
have been conſul, and can ſhew for Rome 
Her enemies marks upon me. 
Bru. There's no more to be ſaid, but he is baniſh'd, 
As enemy to the people and his country, 
It ſhall be fo. 
All. It ſhall be ſo, it hall be fo. 
Cor. You common cry of curs, whoſe breath I hate, 
As reek o'th' rotten fens ; whoſe loves I prize, 
As the dead carcaſes of unburied men, 
That do corrupt my zit; I baniſh you. 
And here remain with your uncertainty ! 
Let every feeble rumour ſhake your hearts, 
Your enemies, with nodding of their plumes, 
Fan you into deſpair ! have the power till 
To baniſh your defenders, till at length 
Your ignortnce deliver you, 
As moſt abated captives, to ſome nation 
That won you without blows ! Deſpiſing then, 
For you, the city, thus I turn my back; 


There is a world elſewhere 


[Exeunt Coriolanus, Cominius, and Senators. 
[The people out, and throw up their caps. 
A. 


* n * 


A. eis IV. 
SCENE, the Gates of Rome. 
irgilia, Menenjus, 
and Cominius. 
OME, leave your tears ; 4 brief 


« ® 


Cor. 
Cor, The fires i ch loweſt hell fold in the people Wa 4 


. 


- 


wel ; the beaſt 


our 
er ! 


þ 


C OR I O 
With many heads, butts me away. Nay, 2 
Where is your ancient courage ? you were us d 
To ſay, extremity was the trier of ſpirits, 
That common chances common men could bear ; 
That when the ſea was calm, all boats alike 
Shew'd maſterſhip in floating. 
You were us'd to load me 
With precepts that would make invincible 
The heart that conn'd them. 
Vir. O heav'ns ! O heav'ns! 
Cor. Nay, I pr'ythee, woman— 
Vol. Now the red peſtiſence ſtrike all trades in Rome. 
And occupations periſh ! , 
Cor, What! what ! what! 
I ſhall be lov'd, when I am lack'd. Nay, mother, 
Reſume that ſpirit, wheh you were won't to ſay, 
If you had been the wife of Hercules, 
Six of his labours you'd have done, and ſav'd 
Your huſband ſo much ſweat. Cominius, 
Droop not; adieu. Farewel, my wife, my mother; 
Tu do well yet. Thou old and true Menenius, 
Thy tears are ſalter than a younger man's, \ 
And venomous to thine eyes. My (ſometime) general, 
I've ſeen thee ſtern, and thou haſt oft beheld 
Heart-hardning ſpectacles. Tell theſe ſad women, 
"Tis fond to wail inevitable ſtrokes, 
As 'tis to laugh at em. Mother, you wot 
My hazards ſtill have been ſolace ; and 
Believe't not lightly, (tho' I go alone, 
Like to a lonely dragon, that his fen [fon 
Makes fear'd, and talk'd of more than ſeen;) your 
Will or exceed the common, or be caught 
With cautelous baits and praQtice, 
Vol. Firſt, my fon, 
Where will you go ? take good Cominius 
With thee, a while ; determine on ſome courſe, 
More than a wild expoſure to each chance 
That ftarts i um, before thee. 
Cor. O the gods 
Com. I'll follow thee a month, deviſe with thee 
Where thou ſhalt reſt, that thou may'ſt hear of us, 
And we of thee. So if the time thruſt forth 
A cauſe for thy repeal, we ſhall not ſend 
Over the vaſt world, to ſeek a fingle man, 
And loſe advantage, which doth ever cool 
I'th* abſencyg of the needer. 
Cor. Fare ye well; 
Thou'ſt years upon thee, and thou art too full 
Of the war's ſurfeits, to go rove with one 
That's yet unbruis'd; bring me but out at gate. 
Come, my ſweet oits, my deareſt mother, and 
My friends of noble touch ;z when I am forth, 
Bid me farewel, and ſmile. I pray you, come. 
While I remain above the ground, you ſhall 
Hear from me ill, and never of me aught, 
But what is like me formerly, 
Men. That's worthily, 
As any ear can hear. Come, let's not weep, 
If I could ſhake off but one ſeven years, 
From theſe old arms and legs, by the good gods, 
I'd with thee every foot. _ 
Cer, Give me thy hand. Exeunt. 
SCENE. Enter Sicinivs and Brutus, with the} 
Adile. 


Sic. Bid them all home, he's gone ; and we'll no 


farther. 
Verx'd are the nobles, who we ſee have fided 
In his behalf, 
Bra. Now we have be vn our power, 1 
Let us ſeem humbler after it is done, 
Than when it was. doings 
Sic, Bid them bame, 


L ANUS, 


Say their great enemy is gone, and they 


Stand in their ancient ſtrength. 


Bru. Diſmiſs them home. 
Here comes his mother. 
Enter Volumnia, Virgilia, and Menenius, 
Sic. Let's not meet her, 
Bru. Why? 
Sic. They ſay ſhe's mad. 
Bru, — have ta'en note of us; keep on your 


Ways . 
Vol. Oh, y'are well met; 


The hoarded plague o'th“ gods requite your love? 


Men. Peace, peace, be not ſo loud. 
Vol. If that I could ſor wee ping, you ſhould hear 
Nay, and you ſhall hear ſome. Will you be gone? 
{ To Brutus. 
Vir. You ſhall ſtay, too; I wouid I had the power 
To ſay ſo to my huſband. 
Sic. Are you mankind ? 
Vol. Aye, 1 is that a ſhame? note but this 
00 * 
Was not a man my father ? hadſt thou foxſhip 
To baniſh him that truck more blows for Rome, 
Than thou haſt ſpoken words? 
Ste. Oh, bleſſed heav'ns ! 
Vol. More noble blows, than ever thou wiſe words, 
And for Rome's god I'll tell thee what iet 
— * 
Nay, but thou ſhalt ſtay too— IL would my fon 
Were in Arabis, and thy tribe before him, 
His good ſword in his hand. 
Sic. What then ? 
Val. What then? 
He'd make an end of thy poſterity 3 
Baſtards, and all. = 
Good man, the wounds that he doth. bear for 1 
Men. Come, come, peace. 
Sic. I would he bad continued to his country, 
As he began, and not unknit himſelf 
The noble knot he made, 
Bru, I would he had. 
Vel. I would he had!—'twas you incens'd the 
rabble ; 
Cats, that can judge as fitly of his worth, 
As I can of thoſe myſteries, which heav'n 
Will not have earth to ws 
Bru. Pray, let us 
Vol. Now, pray, ir get you gone, 
You've done a brave deed: ere you go, hear this; 
As far as doth the capitol exceed 
The meaneſt houſe in Rome; ſo far my ſon, 
This lady's huſband here, this, (do you ſee) 
Whom you have baniſh'd, does exceed you all. 
Bru. Well, well, we'll leave TE. 
[Exennt. Tribunes, 
Vol. Take my prayers with you. 
I wiſh the gods had nothing elſe to do, 
But to confirm my curſes. Could I meet em, 
But once a-day, it would unclog my heart, 
Of what lies heavy to't. 
Men. You've told them home, 
And by my troth have cauſe; you'll ſup with med 
Vel. Anger's my meat, I ſup upon myſelf, 
And ſo ſhall ſtarve with feeding; come, let's go, 
Leave this faint puling, and lament, 28 I do, [T. Vir. 
In _ Juno-like come, cooks, fie, fie ! 
—_— 
Street. 


el, diſguis'd 8 


Cor. A goodly city is this WS Br Oh 
Tie 1 that made thy widows ; mag 2a b 


SCENE, « 
Enter Coriolanus in * 
my 
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Or theſe fair edifices, fore, my ware, 


 CORIOLANDWUS. 


Have I heard groan, and drop : then know me not, 


Cor. I'th' city of kites and crows, *  . - © +» 
Enter Aufidius, with a Serving- Man. 


Leſt that thy wives . with ſpits, and boys with ay Where is this fellow? 
. | | er. 


ſtones, a 
In puny battle ſlay me. Save you, Sir. 
Enter a Citizen of Antium. 
Cit. And you. 


Cor. Direct me, if it be your will, where great 


Ao fidivs lies; is he in Antium ? 


Cit. He is, and feafts the nobles of the ſtate, at 


his houſe, this night. . | 

Cor. Which is his houſe, I beſeech you? 

Cir» This here before you. 

Cor. Thank you, Sir. Farewel. 
Oh, world, thy ſlippery turns 
My birth-place have I and my lovers left; 
This enemy's houſe I'll enter; if he ſlay me, 
He does fair juſtice ; if he give me way, 
I'll do his country ſervice. 

SCENE, a Hall in Avufidius's Houſe. 
Enter a Serving-Man. 


1 Serv v. Wine, wine, wine! what ſervice is 
here ? 
I think our fellows are afleep. [ Exit, 


Enter anst ber Serving-Man. 
2 Ser. Where's Cotus ? my maſter calls for him; 


Cotus! .. [ Exit. 
Enter Corlolanus. 

Cor. A goodly houſe ; the feaſt ſmells well; but! 
Appear not like a gueſt. 

Enter the firſt Serving-Man. 

I Ser. What would you have, frien? ? whence 
are you ? here's no place for you ; pray go to the 
door. Exit. 

Cor. I have deſerv'd no better entertainment, in 
being Coriolanus, g 

Enter Servant. 

2 Fer. Whence are you, Sir? has the porter bis 
eyes in his head, that he gives entrance to ſuch 
companions ? pray, get you out. 

Cor. Away l—— 

2 Ser. Aye t you away. 

Cor. Now thou'rt treubleſome. 

2 Ser. Are you ſo brave? I'll have you talk's 

with, anon. 
Enter a third Servant. The firſt meets him. 

3 Ser. What fellow's this? 

1 Ser. A ftrange one as ever I look d on; I can- 
not get him outo'th' houſe ; prythee call my maſ- 
ter to him. 

3 Ser. What have you to do here, fellow ? pray 
you, avoid the houſe. 1 

Cor. Let me but ſtand, I will not hurt your 

hearth. 

3 Ser. What are you? 

Cor, A gentleman. 

3 Ser. A marvellous poor one. 

Cor. True; fol am. 

4 Ser. Pray you, poor gentleman, take up ſome 
other tation, here's no place fur you; pray you 
avoid; come. 

Cor. Follow your function, go and batten on 

cold bits. { Puſhes bim away from bim. 

3 Ser. What, will you not? pr'ythee, tell my 
maſter what a ſtrange gueſt he has here. 


[ Exit Citizen. 


[ Exit. 


Here, Sir; I'd have beaten him like a dog, 
but fox diſturbing the lords within. 

Auf. Whence com'ſt thou? what would'R thou 
thy rame? why ſpeak'ſt not? ſpeak, man: what'y 
thy name? 

Cor. If, Tullus, yet thou know'ſt me not, and 

ſeeing me 

Doſt not yet take me for the man I am, 
Neceflity commands me to name myſelf. 

Auf. What is thy name? | 

Cor. A name unmulical to Volſcian cars, 
And harſh in ſound to thine. 
Auf. Say, What's thy name? 
Thou haſt a grim appearance, and thy face 
Bears a command in't; though thy tackle's torn, 
Thou ſhew'ſt a noble veſſel: what's thy name? 
Cor. My name is Caius Martius, who hath 

done a 

To thee particularly, and to all the Volſcians, 
Great hurt and miſchief ; thereto witneſs may 
My firname, Coriolanus. The painful ſervice, 
The extreme dangers, and the drops of blood, 
Shed tor my thankleſs country, are requited 
But with that ſir name; 
The cruelty and envy of the people, 
Permitted by our daſtard nobles, who 
Have all forſook me, hath devour'd the reſt ; 
And ſuffer'd me by th' voice of ſlaves to be 
Whoop'd out of Rome. Now this extremity 
Hath brought me to thy hearth, not out of hope, 
(Miſtake me not) to ſave my life; for if 
bad fear'd death, of all the men i'th' world, 
I'd have avoided, thee. But in mere ſpite 
To be full quit of thoſe my baniſhers, 
Stand I betore thee here: then if thou haſt 
A he+rt of wreak in thee, that-will revenge 
Laine own particular wrongs, and ſtop thoſe maims 
Or thame ſeen through thy country, ſpeed thee 
_ ftraight, . 
And make my miſery ſerve thy turn: ſo uſe it, 
For I will fight 
Agaialt my canker'd country with the ſpleen 
Of all the under fiends. But if ſo be 


Thou dar'ſt not this, and that to prove more 


fortunes 

Thou'rt tir d; then, in a word, I alſo am, 
Longer to live, moſt weary ; and preſent 

My throat ta thee, 

Which not to cut, would ſhew thee but a fool ; 
Since I have ever follow'd thee with hate, 
Drawn tuns of blood out of thy country's breaſt, 
And cannot live, but to thy ſhame, unleſs 
It be to do thee ſervice. 

Auf. Oh, Martius, Martius, 

Each word thou'ſt ſpoke hath weeded from my 
heart 

A root of ancient envy. If Jupiter | 
Should from yon cloud ſpeak to me things divine, 
And ſay, tis true; I'd not believe them more 
Than thee, all- noble Martius. Let me twine 
Mine arms about that body, where againſt 

My grained aſh an hundred times hath broke, 
And ſcar'd the moon with ſplinters: here 1 clip 
The anvil of my ſword, and do contet 
As hotly and as nobly with thy love, 


Ser. Where dwell'ſ thou? 
y, Under the canopy. 

3 Ser. Under the canopy? 
* Aye. n 

189. Where's that? - 


2 Ser. And I ſhall. { Exit. ſecond Serving-Man. 


Than hen 1 Grſt my weglded miſtreſs 


As ever in ambitious ſtrength I did 
ontend againſt thy valour. 
But, that I ſee thee here, * 


Thou noble thing, more dances r 
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Beftride my threſhold, - Why, thou Mars, I tell thee, Sic. Come, what talk you of Martius? 
We have a power on foot; and I had purpoſe Bra. Go ſee this rumourer whipt. It cannot be 
Once more to hew thy target from thy brawn, The Volſcians dare break with us. x 


a dog, Or loſe my arm fort: thou baſt beat me out, 1 Men. Cannot be! 

Twelve ſeveral times, and I have nightly fince We have record that yery well it can, 
hou } Dreamt of encounters *twixt thyſelf and me; And three examples of the like have been 
hat's We have been down together ia my ſleep, Within my age. But reaſon with the fellow, 


Vabuckling helme, fitting each other's throat, Before you puniſh him, where he heard this; 
an And wak'd half dead with nothing. Worthy Martius, Leſt you ſhall chance to whip your information, 


Had we no quarrel elſe to Rome, but that And beat the meſſenger who bids beware 
Thou art thence baniſh'd, we-would muſter all Of what is to be dreaded. 
From twelve to ſeventy ; and pouring war | Sie. Tell not me; 
Into the bowels of ungrateful Rome, | | I know this cannot de. 
Like a bold flood o'er-bear, O come, go in, Bru. Not poſſible. 
And take our friendly ſenators by th' hands, Enter Meſſenger. 
Who now are here, taking their leaves of me, Meſ. The nobles in great earneftneſs are going 
Who am prepar'd againſt your territories, All to the ſenate-houſe ; ſome news is come 
orn, Though nut for Rome itſelf. | That turns their countenances. 
? Cor. You bleſs me, gods! Sic. Tis this ſlave: | 
hath Auf. Therefore, meſt abſolute Sir, if thou wilt Go whip him fore the 's eyes; his raifng! 
The leading of thine own revenges, take [have Nothing but his report! : 
One half of my commiſſion, and ſet down, Men, Yes, worthy Sir, 
| As beſt thou art experienc'd, fince thou know'ſt | The Qlave's report ſeconded, and more, 
, Thy country's ſtrength and weakneſs, thine own| More fearful is delivered, 5 . 
ways; K Sic. What more fearful! 
Whether to knock againſt the gates of Rome, Mef. It is ſpoke freely out of many mouths, 
Or rudely viſit them in parts remote, How probable I do not know, that Martius, 
To fright them, ere deſtroy, But come, come in, Join'd with Aufidius, leads a power 'gaiaſt Rome. 
Let me commend thee firſt to thoſe that ſhall Sic. This is mot likely! 33 
Say yea to or A thouſand welcomes, Bre. Raiv'd only, that the weaker ſort may wiſh 
And more a friend, than e er an enemy; Good Martius home again. | 
Yet, Martius, that was much. Your hand; moſt} Sic. The very trick on't. 
e, welcome [Exeunt.] Men. This is unlikely. 
SCENE, the Forum. He and Aufidius can no more atone, 
Enter Sicinius and Brutus. Than violenteſt contrarieties. 
Sic. We hear not of him, neither need we fear; Enter Cominius. 


His remedies are tame. | Com. Oh, you have made good work. e 
Enter Menenius. Men. What news? what news ? 
Bru, We ftood to'tin good time, Is this Meneniuz?| Com. You have holp to raviſh your own daughters, 


my Sic. Tis he, tis he: O, he is growa moſt kind To melt the city-leads upon your pates, | ſand 
Vee of late. Hail, Sir! | To fee your wives diſhonour'd 10 your noſes. | 
Men. Hail to you both! Men. What's the news? what's the news ? 
Sic. Your Coriolanus is not much miſs'd, but] Com. Your temples burned in their cement, and 
with his friends; the common wealth doth ſtand, and] Your franchiſes, whereon you ftoed, confin'd . 
ſo would do, were he more angry at it, ' [Into an auger's bore. | | 
Men. All's well, and might have been much better,, Men, Pray now the news? | 
re if he could have temporiz'd. You've made fair work, I fear me ; pray, your news ? 
Sic, Where is he, hear you ? If Martius ſhould be joined with the Volſcians— 
Men. Nay, I hear nothing; Com. If? he is their god, he leads them like a thing 
His mother and his wife hear nothing from him, | Made by ſome other deity than nature, 
Bru. Caius Martius was That ſhapes man better ; and they follow him 
A worthy —_ Peh* war z but inſolent, 1 — 1 no leſs confidence, | 
O'ercome with pride, ambitious all thinking, | Than boys purſuing ſummer butterflies, 
Self-loving. * 1 Or butchers killing flies. | 
Sic. And affecting one ſole throne, Men. You've made good work, 
Without affiftants. . You and your apron-men ; that ſtood ſo much 
Men. Nay, I think not fo. Upon the voice of occupation, and 
7 Sic. We had by this, to all our lamentation, | The breath of garlick-eaters. a 
If he had gene forth conſul, found it ſo. Com, He'll ſhake your Rome 
Bru. The gods have well prevented it, and Rome} About your ears, | | 
| Sits ſafe and fill without him. | Men. As Hercules did ſhake h 
| Enter Baile. Down mellow fruit; ſo you have made fair werky 
Ad. Worthy tribunes, Bra. But is this true, Sir? : * 
There is a ſlave, whom we have put in priſon, Com. Aye, and you'll look pale, 8 
Reports, the Volſcians, with two ſeveral powers, | Before you find it other; All the regions 
Are entered in the Roman territories, Do ſeemingly revolt, and who ref, 
And, with the deepeſt malice of the war, Are only weck d for yaliant ignorance, _ 
Deftroy what lies before 'em. ; | And periſh conſtant fools ; who. is't can blame him? 
Men. Tie Aufidius, _ | Your enemies and his find ſomething in M. 
Who, hearing of our Märtius“ baniſhment, Ma. We're all undone, valeſs_ * 
Tbrofts forth his horns again into the wor The noble mari have mercy. © 


«i. 


Which vera la- elf d, when Martius flood for Rome, „ Who mall aſk it? 


Aud durſt not once peep on: ee, anger 46% ht 0 3 the prople 
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Deſerve ſuch $19 of Ani, as the wolf 
Does of wh epherdi ; his belt friends, if they 
Should ſay, Be good to Roimt, they charge 
As thoſe ſhould do that had deſerv'd his hate, 
' And therein ſbe d like enemits. 
Men. Tis true, 
If he were gutfing to my bouſe the brand 
That wbuld conſume it, I have not the face 


You and your crafts! you've crafted fair ! 
Com. You've brought 

A trembling upon Rome, ſuch s was never 

So incapable of help. ; 
Sic. Say not we brought it. 


And coward nobles, gave way to your cluſters, 
Who did hoot him out o'th* city. 

Com. But I fear 
They'll roar him in again, Tullus Aufidius, 
The ſecond name of men, obeys his points, 
As if he were his officer; deſperation 
Is all the polity, frength, and defence, 
That can make againſt them, 

en 
Eater a Trop of Citizens. 
Here come the clu 
And is Aufidivs with him ?—You are they 
7 N air unwholeſome, when you caſt 
our fin ing, greaſy caps, in Hooting 
Coriolanus's exile. Now he's coming, 
And not a hair upon a ſoldier's head, 
Which will not prove a whips as many coxcombs, 
As you threw cips up, will he tumble down, 
And pay you for your voices, Tl no matter 
If he ſhould burn us all into one cal, 
We have deſtrw'd it. 
3 Cie. Faitb, we hear fearful news, 
For mihe own part, 
When I ſaid, Baniſh him, I ſaid 'twas pity. 

2 Cit. And ſo did I. 

1 Cir. And ſo did. I; and to ſay the truth, fo did 
very many of us ; that we did, we did for the beſt ; 
and tho” we Sinlaziy conſented to his baniſhment, 
yet it was againſt our will. 

2 Y'are goodly things; your voices! 

. You have mate you good work, 
You. and your cry. Shall's to the capitol ? 
* Com, Oh, ay, what elſe ? [Exeunt. 

Sie. Go, maſters, get you home, be not diſmay'd. 
Theſe are a fide that would be glad to have 
This true, which they ſo ſeem to fear. Go home, 
And ſhew nd ſigh of fear. 

1 Cit. The gods be good to us! come, maſters, 
let's homy . Lever ſaid we were i'th* wrobg, when 
we bind mW. 

2 Cit. So did ie all : but come, let's home. 

Exit Citizen. 


Sic. Nor I. 1 n. 
Bru. Let's to the capit6lz. would half my wealth 
Wouls Buy this for a le! =. 
Sic. Pray, let us go. [Zune Tithuhes. 
SCENE, G ue Diane fru Rome. 
Es Aufigius, with Bi Lieutebant, k 
Auf. Do they Ni fly to th* Rowan? * 
Lieut. Lddnot k now whit witeheraft'sInhim ; but 
Your Holders ole im as the grace fore met., 
Their kalk bt fable, and their thables at bad; ©. 
And you are darken'd Im this tion, Sit, 


hin even 
To ſs, Befeech you, ceaſe. You've made fair hands, 


Men. 17 > wasitwe? welov'd him; but, like 70 th* vulgar 
exſts, 


our f&fign, He bears Aithſelf more provay, 

| ren to my perfon, than I thought he would, 

Vhen firff I dd embrace him. Yet bir nature 

that's no changling, I muſt excuſe 

hat cannot beamended. | 
| Licur. Yet 1 with, Sir, | 

(1 mean for your particular) you had not 
Joiaꝰd in commiſſion with him; but had borte 
The action of yourſelf, or elſe to him 
Had left it fotely. 
Auf. tunderftand thee well; and be thou fure, 
hen he ſhall come to his account, Be knows not 
What I can urge ag aint him t though it ſeems, 
And ſo he thinks, and is nd leſs apparent 
„that he bears all things fairly, 
And ſews.good huſbatidry for the Volſcians ftate, 
Fights dragon-like, and does atchieve, as ſoon 
As «raw his ſword ; yet he hath left undone 
That which ſhall break his neck, or hazard mine; 


= 
—_ 


Whene'er we come to our account. 

Leut. Sir, I beſeech, think you he'll carry Rome? 
A. All places yield to him ere he fits down, 
And the nobility of Rome are his; 

The tribunes are no ſoldiers ; and ther people 
Will be as raſh in the repeal, as haſty 

To expet him thences n 

Firſt, he was | 

A noble ſervant to them, but he could not 

Carry his honours even j whether pride, [merit 
Whether defect of judgment in him; but he hay 
To choak it in the ufterance. 

Come, let's away ; Shen, Calus, Rome Is thine, 
Thou'rt poor'ſt of all, then ſhortly art thou mine. 


[ Exeunt, 

823 — . 
; SCENE, Nane 

Euter Menenius, Cominius, Sicinius, and Brutus. 

Men. O, 1 go : you hear what he hath 


* N 
Which was ſometime his general, who lov'd him, 
In s moſt dear particular. He call'd me father; 
But whit o' that ? go you that baniſh'd him, 
A mile before his tent fall down, and knee 
The way into his merey ;. nay, If he coy'd 
To hear Cominius ſpeak, I'll keep at home, 
Cem. He would not ſeem to know me. 
Hen, Do you hear? 
Cem. Vet one time he did call me by my name : 
I urg'd our old acquaintahce, and the drops 
That we have bled together. Coriolanus 
He would not anſwer to; fbi bud al nates; - 
He was a kind of nothing, titleſs, 
Till he bad forg'd himſelf u name, i'th' fire 
Of burning Rome. 


To make coils cheap; a noble tyetnory | 

Com. 1 minded him how toys! | 

When it was leaſt 

It was a bare petition of 'a fs 

lo one whom they had ald J. 

Men. Very well; could he ſay leſs ? 

Con. T offered to ahn His regard, 

For's private friends, Ah anfwer to me wis, 

He could not (tay to plek them, ins pile | 

os noiſome muſty chaff, He was fol'y, 
or one ain or t leave unburnt, 

And ain is vols th* 3 i . 


e 


4 


LEES lp it, now, | o 
N I cannot help it 1 N . | „ 
viel, by Ying mms, Nat the fe 2 meet and thig da eber, why Yor baz 


- « 
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CORIO 


You are. the muſty chaff, LY you are ſmelt 
Above. N. moon. We mult be burnt, for you. . 

Sie. Nay, pray be patjent; if you refuſe your aid, 
In this ſo never-needed help, et do not 
W s wi ith our diſtre Bot fre, if you 

ould be your country's pleader, your tongue, 
Mere than the inſtant army we can 
Might ſtop our countryman. 

Men. No; Vil not meddle. 

Sic. Pray you go to him. 

Min, What mould I do? 

Bru. Only make trial what your love cag do, 
For Rome, tow'rds Martius, K 

Men. Lil undertake it; 
I think he'll hear me. Yet, to bite his lip, 
And hum at good Cominius, much unhearts me. 
He was not taken well, he had not din'sd. 
The veins unfill'd, our blood i is cold, and then 
We pout upon the morning, are udapt 
To give ar to forgive ;. but when we've ſtuff d 
Theſe pipes, and theſe conveyances of blood, 
With wine and feeding, we have ſuppler ſouls, 
Than in ourprieft-like fafts; therefore I'll watch him, 
Till he be dieted to my requeſt, 
And then I'll ſet upon him. 

Bru. You know the-yery toad lato his kindneſs, 


And cannot loſe your way. 


Men. Good faith, I'll prove him, Ledge 
Speed bow it will, You ſhall ere long have 
Of my ſucceſs, [Exit. 
Com, He'll never hear him. 
Sic. Not? 


Com. I tell you, he does fit in n gold ; ; his eye 
Red as twould burp Rome his i injury 
The gaoler to his pity, I Kneel'd before him, 
"Twas very faintly he Fad, Riſe ; diſmiſs'd me 
Thus, with his ſpeechleſs hapd. What he would do, 
He ſent in writing after ; what he would not, 
Bound with an oath, not Bend to new conditions: | 
So that all hope is vain, unleſs his mother, 

And wife, who o (as I hear) mean to ſolicit him, 
Force mercy to his country ; therefore, hence, 
And with our fair intreaties haſte them on. { Exevnt. 
SCENT, the Pelſcian Camp. 
Enter Menenius {0 the Match or Guard, diſcovered. 
1 Watch. Stay; whence are ep 
Stand, and go back. 

. You guard like men, tis well. But by your 
1m an officer of ſtate, and come [leave, 
To (peak with Coriolanus. 

1 Watch. Whence? 5 

Men. From Rome. 

1 Watch. You ma 22 not paſs, you muſt return; our 
Will ao more hear thenge. [genera] 
Men. Good, my friends, 
If you have heard your general talk of Rome, 
And of his friends there, it is lots to blanks, 
My name hath touch'd your ears; it is Menenivs. 
1 Watch. Be it ſo, go back; the virtue of your 
Is not here paſſable, {name, | H 
Min. I tell thee, fell: 
Thy general is wy over ; I haye been 
The book of his good acts, whence men have read 
His fame unparallel'd,. haply amplified : 
Therefore, fellow, I muſt have leave to paſs. 
1 Watch. "Faith, Sir, if you had oj 15 many lyes 
in his behalf, as you haye utter'd words in your aun, 
you ſhould pot paſs here ; therefore go back. 
Men. Has he din'd, canſt thou teli ? for Lwoulk 
not ſpeak with im, till after dinner- 


- — 
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LANUGS 


you; you ſhall know now that I imation ; 
you ſhall perceive, that a 15 garda ps 188 © ce 
me from my ſo endeten; gueſs, by mm) en 
tainmeat with bim, and ſwoon for what's Leime 
upon thee.— The rer gods ph in da 55 


about thy paxticular proſperity, lerg Thee. n 
worſe than thy old father Niebel 

ſon, my ſon! thou art Prepaning 3 for us.z, 
thee, here's water to guench ir, 8. ardly mov a 


to come to thee, but being aſſured pone but apyſelf 
could move thee, 1 have been blown out of our — 


with fighs, and conjure thee $0 BI Rome, an 
thy petitionary country gods 7 Lo 
thy wrath, and turn the Brep $ of it upon this vaglet 
here ; this, bo Ry A block, „ade my ac- 
ceſs to the. 

-Cor, Away! oe 

Men. How, away 


Cor. Wife, an Neu une 
Are ſervanted to others 3 though J owe 


My revenge properly, remiſſion lies 
10 Volſcian breaſts. "+ 


That we have been familiar, 
Ingrate forgetfulneſs ſhall poiſon, rather 

Than pity note how much. Therefore, be Ie gone; 
Mine ears agaioft your ſyits are ſtronger 

Your gates qgalot my force. Yet, for Tones thee, 
Take this along; I writ it for thy ſake 


ive. letter. 
And wbuld have ſent it. 888 word, —.— 
| will nor hear thee {| 


Ma nent the Gre and m. 2 : 


1 Watch, Now, Sitz is your name 


ral: for ſuch things as ou, I can ſcarce 
there's any, y*are fo nab. yp that bath a fs 
die by himſelf, feers it pot fegm another : I] ſay/to 
you, as I was ſaid to, Away ! [Exe 
SCENE. 4 

Re-enter Coriolanus, Aufidivs, and Valſcians. 
Cor. We will before the walls of Rome, to-morrow, 
Set down our hoſt, My partner in this «Qiang 
You muſt report to the Volſcian lords how plainly 
n ve borne this bufinels, 

A. Only their ends you have reſpected; ſtopt 
Your ears againſt che general ſuit of Rome; 


Never admitted private whiſper; no, 


Not with ſuch friends that thought them ſure.of you, 
Cor. This laſt old man, 

Whom with a crack'd heart I have fent to Rome, 

Lov'd me above the meaiure of a father; 

Nay, godded me, indeed. Ut hcir latsſt refuge, 

Was to ſend him: for whoſe old love, I have 

(Tho' | ſhew'd ſourly to bim) once more offer d 

The firſt conditions, which they did refuſe; - 

And cannot now accept, to grace him only, 

That thought he could do more g a very little / 

I've yielded to, Freſh embaſſie, and ſults,  - - 

Nor from the ſtate, nor private friends, hereafter, 

2 I lend ear to. . { Shear, 
a! what ſhout is this? 

Shall I be tempted to infringe my yow, 

In the ſame time tis made? I will not- 

Enter Virg' lia, Volumnia, Valeria, young Martius, 

wit > Attendants, all in Mourning 


My 2 comes foremoſt, then the honour'd mould 


Wherein this trunk was fram d, and in her hand 
The grand-child to ber blood, But ont affection. 
All band and privilege of 


3 is thet gurt ſie worth ?, or thoſe deve dee, 
Which can m; 
| Of ſtronger ear 


Cer. What's the Gabe 
Few, Now, 399 eee 


* 


eee mother bows, 
| C3 | "ty 
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Men. I neither care for 2 world, r 5 


nature: þreake ! 
Let it be virtuous, to be obſtinate. [Viagitia bends. | 
god's forſmorn? 1 melt, and am not 
olumais de, 
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20 : + 
Az if Olympus to a mole-hill thovld 
In ſupplication nod; and my young boy 
Hath an aſpe@ of interceflion, which 
' Great nature cries, Deny not. 
Plough Rome, and harrow Italy; I'll never 
Be ſuch a goſling to obey iaſtinct: but ſtand 
As if a man were author of bimſelf, 
And knew no other kin, 

Vir. My. lord and huſband ! 


Cor. Theſe eyes are not the ſame I wore in Rome. 


Vir. The forrow that delivers us thus chang'd, 
Makes you think fo. 

Cor. Bel of my fleſh, 
Forgive my tyranny, but do not ſay, 
For that, Forgive our Romans.—O, a kiſs 
Longs my exile, ſweet as my revenge ! 
Now, by the jealous queen of heav'n, that kiſs 
I carried from thee, dear; and my true lip 
Hath virgin'd it e'er fince.- You gods! I prate, 
And the moſt noble mother of the world, 


CORIOL ANUS. 


Let the Volſcians 


| Thine enmity's moſt capital; thou bart ' vs 
Our prayers to the gods, which is a comfort, 
That all but we enjoy. For we muſt find 
An eminent calamity, tho“ we had 
Our wiſh, which fide ſhou'd win. 
Muſt, as a foreign recreant, be led 
With manacles along our ſtreets, or elſe 
Triumphantly tread on thy country's ruin, 
And bear the palm for having bravely ſhed 
Thy wife and children's blood. For myſelf, ſon, 
If 1 can't perſuade thee 
Rather to ſhew 2 noble grace to both parts, 
| Than ſeek the end of one; thou ſhalt not ſooner 
March to aſſault thy country, than to tread 

Truft to't, thou ſhalt not) on thy mother's womb, 

hat brought thee to this world. | 

Vir. Aye, and mine tos, | 
That brought you forth this boy, to keep your name 
Living to time. 

Cor, Not of a woman's tenderneſs to be, 


For either thou 


Leave unſaluted: fink, my knee, i'th*earth; [Kneel.| Requires nor child nor woman's face to ſee ; 


Of thy deep duty more impreſſion ſhe w, 
Than that of common ſons. 
Vl. Thou art my warrior, 
I ho!p to frame thee. Do you know this lady ? 


I've ſat, too long. 

Vel. Nay, go not from us thus: 
If it were ſq, that our requeſt did tend 
To ſave the Romans, thereby to deſtroy 


Pointing to Valeria.| The Volſcians whom you ſerve, you might condemn 


Cor. The noble ſiſter of rede 
The moon of Rome ; chaſte as the icicle, 
That's curdled by the froſt from pureſt ſnow, 
And hangs on Djan's temple : dear Valeria— 
Vel. This is a pvor epitome of yours, 


© Which by th* interpretation of fall time, 


May fhew like all yourſelf. 
Cor, Phe god of ſoldiers, 
With the conſent of ſupreme Jove, inform 


Shewing young Martius. 


As poiſoners of your honvur. No; our ſuit [us, 
Is that yowreconcile them; while the Volſcians 
May ſay, This mercy we have ſhew'd; the Romans, 
This we receiv'd; and each on either fide, 

Give the all-hail to'thee, and cry, Be bleſt, 

For making up this peace] Thou know'R, great ſon, 
The end of war's uncertain; but this certain, 
That if thou conquer Rome, the benefir, 

Which thou ſhalt thereby reap, is ſuch a name, 
Whoſe repetition will be dogg'd with curſes ; 


Thythoughts with nobleneſs, that thou may'ſt prove Whoſe chronicle thus writ The man was noble 


To ſhame invulnerable, and ftick i'th' wars, 
Like a great ſea-mark, ftanding every flaw, 
And faving thaſe that eye thee ! 

Vol. Your knee, firrah. 

Cor. That's my brave boy. 


Pal. Even he, your wife, this lady, and myſelf, 


Are ſuitors to you. 
Cor, I befeech you, peace: 
Or if you'd aſk, remember this, before; 
The thing I have forſworn to grint, may never 
Be held by you denial. Do not bid me 
Diſmiſs my ſoldiers, or capitulate 
Again with Rome's mechanicks, Tell me not 
Wherein I ſeem unnatural: defire not 
T' allay my rages and revenges, with 


Pour colder reaſons. 


Vol. Oh, no more; no more; 
You've ſaid you will uot grant us any thing: 
For we have nothing elſe to aſk, but that 
Which you deny already yet we will afk, 
That if we fail in our requeſt, the blame 
May hang upon your hardneſs ; therefore, hear us. 
Cor. Aufidius, and you Volſcians, mark; for wel 


Hear nought from Rome, in private. Vour requeſt? 


Conſtrai ns them weep, and ſhake with fear and ſor- 
: Making the mother, wife, and child, to ſee [row; 


Vel. Should we be Gleat and not ſpeak, our rai- 
ment, | 
And flate of bodies, would bewray what life 
We've led, firce thy ex le. Think with thyſelf, 
How more unfcrt"nate than all living women, 
Are we come hither ; fiace thy fight, which ſhould 


Make our eyes ow with joy, hearts dance with 
comforts, 


The ſon, the huſband, and the father, tearing 
Nis country's bowels out: and to poor we 


PRs * 


| 


But with his laſt attempt he wip'd it out, 
Deftroy'd his country, and his name remains, 

To th' enſuing age, abhorr'd. Speak to me, ſon : 
Why doft not ſpeak ? 

Thiak'ſt thou it honourable for a nobleman, 

Still ta remember wrongs ? Daughter, ſpeak you; 
He cares not for your weeping. Speak thou, boy; 
Perhaps thy cbildiſhneſs will move him more 
Than can ourreaſons. There's noman in the world 
More bound to's mother, yet here he lets me prate, 
Like one i'th' ſtocks, Thou'ſt never, in thy life, 
Shew'd thy dear mother any courteſy ; 

When ſhe (poor hen) fond of no ſecond brood, 
Has cluck'd thee to the wars, and ſafely home, 
Loaden with honour. Say, my requeſt's unjuſt, 
And ſpurn me back ; but if it be not ſo, 

Thou art not honieft, and the gods will plague thee, 
That thou reftrain'ſt from me the duty, which 

To a mother's part belongs. He turns away: 
Down, ladies; let us ſhame him with our knees, 
To his firname Coriolanus "longs more pride, 
Than pity to our prayers, Down and end; 
This is the laſt, So we will home to Rome, 

And die among our neighbours ; nay, behold us, 
This boy, that cannot tel! what he would have, 

ut kneels, and holds up hands for fellowſhip, 
Does reaſon our petition with more ſtrength, 

Than thou haſt to deny't. Come, let us goz 
This fellow hid a Volſcian to his mother: 

His wife is in Corioli, and this child 

Like bim by chance; yet give us our diſpatch z 
I'm huſhr, until our city be afire, 

And then Ill ſpeak a little. 

Cor. Oh mother, mother - 1 
Holds ber the hands, Heut. 


behold, the heav'ns do ape, 


LET TEST or nam a $S T 


If not moſt mortal to him. Let it come 


O mother! wife! 


The gods look down, and this unnatural ſcene 
They laugh it. O, mother, mother! 
You've won a happy victory to Rome: 

But for your ſon, believe it, oh, believe it, 
Moſt dang*rouſly you have with him prevail'd, 


Avufidius, though I cannot make true wars, 
I'll frame convenient peace. Now, good Aufi ius, 
Were you in my ſtead, ſay, would you have heard 
A mother leſs? or granted leſs, Aufidius ? 

Auf. I too was mov'd. 

Cor. I dare be ſworn you were 
And, Sir, it is no little thing to make ' 
Mine eyes to (weat compaſſion. But, good Sir: 


Auf. I'm glad thou ſt ſet thy mercy and{thy honour | 
At difference in thee, out of that I'll work 
[ Afdes 


Myſelf a former fortune. 

Cor. Aye, by and by; 

And you ſhall bear [To Volumnia, Virg. &c. 
A better witneſs back, than words, whica we 
On like conditions will have counterſeal'd. 

Auf. Ladies, you deſerve 
To have a temple built you; all the ſwords 
In Italy, and her confederate arms, 

Could not have made this peace. 
Cor. Come, enter with us. [A March. Excunt. 
SCENE, the Forum. 

Enter Menenius and Sicinius. 

Men, See you yon coin o'th' capitol, yon corner 

ſtone? | 

Sic. Why, what of that ? 

Men. If it be poſſible for you to diſplace it, with 
your little finger, there is ſome hope the ladies of 
Rome, eſpecially his mother, may prevail with him. 
But I ſay there is no hops int ; our throats are ſen- 
tenc d, and Kay upon execution. 

Sic. Is't poſſible that ſo ſhort a time can alter the 
condition of a man ? 

Men. There is difference between a grub and a 
butterfly; yet your butterfly was a grub; this Mar- 
tius is grown from man to dragon; he has wings; 
he's more than a creeping thing. 

Sic. He lov'd his mother dearly. 

Men. So did he me; and he no more remembers 
his mother now, than an eight years old horſe, 
The tartneſs of his face ſours ripe grapes. When 
he walks, he meves like an engine, and the ground 
fhrinks before his treading. He is able to pierce a 
corſlet, with his eye: talks like a knell, and his 
hum is a battery. He fits in his Rate, as a thing 
made for Alexander, What he bids be done, is f- 
nich' d with his bidding, He wants nothing of a 
tod, but eternity, and a heaven to throne in. 

Sic. Yes, mercy, if you report bim truly. 

Men. I paint him in the character. Mark what 
mercy his mother ſhall bring from him z there is no 
more mercy in him, than there is milk in a male 
tyger ; that hall our poor city find; and all this is 
Jong af you. : | 

Sic. The gods be good unto us! | 

Men. No, in ſuch a caſe the gods will not be 
good unto us. When we baniſh'd him, we reſpected 
not them: and he, returning to break our necks, 
they reſpect not us. . 

Enter Meſſenger. 

Mef. Sir, if you'd ſavg your life, fly to your houſe; 
The plebeians have got your fellow-tribune, 

And hale him up and down ; all ſwearing, if 
The Roman ladies bring not comfort home, 
They'll give him death by inches, 0 
Enter another Meſſenger. 
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ia his own deſites ; nay, let him chuſe 


Me. r the ladies have pre- 
* ( 7 : ' # ; 

The Volſcizns are diflodg'd, and Martius gone : 

A merrier day did never yet greet Rome; 

No, not th' expulfien of the Tarquins. 

Sic. Friend, , 

Art certain this is true ? is it moſt certain ? 

- Meſ. As certain as I know the ſun is fire 

Where have you lurk d, that you make doubt of it? 

Ne'er through an arch ſo hurried the blown tide, 

As the recomforted through 7 | 

Why, hark you: rumpets and ſhouts. 

The trumpets, and the ſhouting Romany 

Make the ſun dance. Hark you. [A bout within. 
Men. This is good news ? 

I will go meet the ladies. This Volumnia 

Is worth of conſuls, ſenators, patricians, 

A city full; of tribunes, ſuch-as you, " 

A ſea and land full. You've pray'd well, to-day 

This morning, for ten thouſand of your throats, 

d not have given a doit. Hark how they joy. 

_ fill, with the ſhouts. 
Six. Firſt, the gods you, for your tidings! 
next, 

Accept my thankfulneſs. 

Meſ. Sir, we have all great cauſe to give great 

Sic. They're near the city? { thanks, 

Meſ. Almoſt at point to enter. 

Sic. We'll meet them, and help the joy. [ Exeunr. 

SCENE, Artium. A March. 
Enter Tullus Aufidius, with Attendants. 

Auf. Go tell the lords o'th' city, I am here 
Deliver them this paper; having read it, 

Bid them repair to the market-place, where I. 
Even in theirs, and ia the commons ears, 

Will vouch the truth of it. He, I accuſe, 
The city ports by this hath enter'd, and 
Intends t“ appear before the people, hoping 

To purge himſelf with words. Diſpatch. 
Enter three or four Cenſpirators of Autidius's Faition. 
Moſt welcome f 3 * 
1 Con. How is it with our general? 

Auf. Even ſo, 4 

As witk a man by his own alms impoiſon d, 
And with his charity ſlain. 

2 Con. Moſt noble Sir, _ 

If you do hold the ſame intent, wherein . 
You wiſh'd us parties; we'll deliver you 
Of your great danger. 

Auf. Sir, I cannot tell; , 

We muſt proceed, as we do find the people. 

3 Con, The people will remain uncertain, whit 
Tit you there's difference; but the fall of either 
Makes the ſurvivor heir of all. | 

Auf. 1 know it ; 

And my pretext to ſtrike at him admits 

A good conſtruction. , 

Being baniſh'd Rome, he came unto my hearth, 
Breſcnted to my knife his throat; I took him, 
Made him joint ſervant with me; gave him way 


Out of my files, his projects to accompliſh, 

My beſt and freſheſt men; ſerv'd his defignments, 

In mine own perſon; holp to reap the fame, 

Which he did make all his; and took ſome pride + 


To do myſelf this wrong; till at the laſt, 


| ſeem'sd his follower, not partner; and 
He wag'd me with his countenance, as if 
{ had been mercenary, 
1 Con. So he did, my lord; 
The army marvell'd atit, and, at laſt, 
When he had carried Rome, and that we look'd 


Sic. What's the news ? 


For ao icſs ſpoil than glory 


N 


offs There wa is | Gor, Hear'ft theu, Mars? g 
For which my Ginews ſhall be firetch'd upon him; Auf. Name not the god, thou boy of tears. | 


At « few drops of women's chem, which ze Cor, Ha! 

As cheap as lyes, he ſold the blood and labor | Auf. No more. 

Of our great Gion therefore ſhall he die, Car. Meafureleſs Har, ha e e bane 
And I'll renew me in his fall. + Too great for what contains it. Boy ? O ſlave Jon 


But, hack ! . Pardon me, lords, tis the firſt time 1 ever 
with great ſhouts of the 


Drums and trampets found Was forc'd to ſcold, Your judgments grave 
[ 1 Con. Your native town you enter d like a poſt, lords ER 


And had no welcomes bome, but de returns, — [Moſt give this cur the lye; and his own notion, 


Splitting the air with noiſe. Who wears my ſtripes impreft upon him, that 
A bay no more, Muft bear my beating to his grave, ſhall joia 
Here come the lords, To thruſt the lye unto him. 
Enter the Lords of the City. 1 Led. Peace, both, and hear me ſpeak. 
All Lords. You are moſt welcome home. ; Cor. Cut me to pieces, Volſcians, men and lads; 
Auf. I have fot deſetv d it. {Stain all your edges in me. Boy ? falſe hound !— 
But, worthy tords, have you with heed pers d If you — writ your annals true, tis there, 
What I have written? | That like an eagle in a dove-coat, 1 
All. We have. Flutter'd your Volſcians in Corioli, 
1 Lord. And grieve to bear it. {Alone I did it. Boy? 
What faults he made before the laſt, I think Auf. Why, noble lords, 
Might have found exfy fines : but there to end Will you be put in mind of his blind fortune, 
Where be was to begin, end give away Which was your ſhame, by this unholy braggart, 
The benefit of our levies, anſwering us Fore your own eyes and ears ? 
With our own charge, making a treacy, where All Con. Let him die for't. p 
There was u yielding, admits no excuſe. 2 Lord. Peace — no outra 
Auf. He approaches ; you ſball hear him The man is noble, and his fame folds in 
SCENE. Euer Coriolanus. { This orb o'th' earth ; his laſt offences to us 
Cor. "Hai, lores 3 I am return d, your ſoldier ; Shall have judicious hearing. Stand, Aufidius, 
No more infected with my country's love, And trouble not the peace. 
Than when I parted hence, but ſtill ſubſſting Cor. O that I had him, 
Underyour great command. You are to know, | With fix Auficins's, or more; his tribe; 
That proſperouſty I have attempted, and To uſe my lawful fword——— 
With vivody vaſſuge ied your wars, even to ſ home, — Inſolent villain ! 
The gates of Rome: our ſpoils we have brought Cem. Kill, kill, kill, kill, kill, bim. 4 
Do more than counterpoiſe, a full third part, [ The conſpirators all draw, ond, kill Martivs, 
The charges of the «tion. We've made peace, who fails, ad Avuficius flands on bim. 
With rn» iefs honour to the Antiates, ' Lords. Hot, held, hold, hold. 
Than ſhame to th* Romans : and we bere deliver, { Auf. My noble maſters, hear me ſpeak. 
Subſcribed by the conſuls and patricians, My lords, when you ſhall know (as in this rage 
Together with the ſeal o'th' ſenate, what + Provok'd by him, 1 cannot) the great danger, 
We have compounded on. Which this man's life did owe you, you'll-rejoice 
Auf. Read it not, noble lords; That he is thus cut off, Pleaſe it your honours, 
But tell the traitor, in the higheſt degree, To call me to your ſenate, I'll dehver 
He hath abus'd your powers. Myſelf your loyal ſervant, or endute 
Cor. Traitor !=——how now loo . Your heavieſt cenſure. 
Auf. Aye, traiter, Martius. 1 Lord. Bear from hence his body, 
Cor. Martius ſthink | And mourn you for him. Let him be regarded, 


Auf. Aye, Martius, Cajus Martios ; doſt thou | As the moſt noble corſe, that ever herald 
F'll grace thee with that robbery, thy ſtol'n name | Did follow to his orn. 
Coriolsaus, in Corioli? Auf. My rage is gone, 
You lords, and head o'th' tate, perfidiouſty And i am ftruck with forrow take him up ; 
He has betray'd your buſineſs, and given up, Help three 0'ch* chiefeſt foldiers; I'll de one. 
For certain drops of ſalt, your city Rome; Beat thou the drum that it ſpeak mournfully ; 
I fay —— city, to his wife and 1 Trail your ſteel pikes. Though inthis city he 
Breaking bis oath and refolution, like Hh widow'd end unchilded many u one, 
A twiſt of rotten filk, never admitting Whieh to this hour bert the injury; 
Coonſel o'ch' war; but at his nurſe's tears, Vet he ſhall have a noble memory 
He whin'd and roar'd away your victory, — bearing the of * Martins, 
That pages bluſh'd-ut him, — N ; 
Look's woud'ring each at other. X. 2 7 
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